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1) Harry Van Belle

I am one of the founding faculty members of Redeemer. I taught psychology from 1982-1992 and I have fond memories of my tenure there. Because of my qualifications as a therapist I became the trusted friend of many students.  I deeply treasured the talks I had with them and the fact that I got to know them personally.  But it also meant that I became privy to their most intimate secrets, about which I could not talk with anyone because of the confidentiality of the relationship.

Among them were stories by students about their experiences of being gay at a Christian university college. Reading the testimonies on Facebook today brought back so many painful memories about what they told me.  What impressed me most was the utter lonely agony of that experience.  They would tell me about their passionate love for someone, or a desire to have that love, but being unable to express it because, as they put it, of their dual identity.  They were Christian, but they were also gay and to their mind, and apparently to the mind of the people around them, the two were incompatible.  It was clear to me that these young men who came to me for help had a deep love for God but also that, because of their sexual orientation, they felt that they were not worthy of God’s love for them.  It puzzled me that these students should feel that way in, of all places, a Christian university. To me they were just different from me, but for that reason no less worthy of God’s love.  

I tried to help them as best I could.  But I am as straight as an arrow and could not always live into what it felt like for them to be gay in a situation in which it was not safe to be gay openly.

To this day, I do not understand why some Christians object to gays and lesbians.  When I think of them, two elderly gay men in our neighbourhood come to mind.  They have been living together for decades in a tender, loving, deeply committed relationship that rivals the relationship that Jenny and I now have had for almost 55 years.  I mean, they finish each other’s sentences, you know?  How can those Christians not acknowledge that kind of relationship as a miracle from God in a world full of hatred and selfishness?  They must read a different Bible than I do.

When it comes to sexual orientation I take my cue from I Corinthians 12.  Gays and lesbian Christians are no less members of the body of Christ than I am just because, unlike me, they desire to be intimate with someone who is of the same sex as they are.  According to this bible passage, I ought to embrace them as my brothers and sisters.  And I do. I celebrate their difference from me.  In my opinion Redeemer would do well to celebrate their uniqueness.  It would be the Reformed Christian thing to do.

With love to y’all at Redeemer
2) Anonymous
I’ve been feeling compelled (and terrified) to write this, and I realize today’s the last day to do so, so here goes! I would like to be kept anonymous.
I am going into my third year at Redeemer, and I am a lesbian. When I first realized that I liked girls, I panicked. I prayed over and over that God would take that attraction away, that He would make me straight. He didn’t, so I started doing research. I read as much as I could, trying to figure out why I felt this way, what the Bible said about it, and what I actually believed.
Five years later, I am happy to say that I am finally comfortable in my sexuality. I know that I am exactly who Jesus says I am, and I have never been more excited to see where He takes me. I am out to nearly all of my friends, most of whom attend Redeemer. 
However, since coming to Redeemer, there has been a sense of dread hovering in the back of my mind. While I have been lucky enough to find a good group of friends and allies here who love me unconditionally, I know the policy, and it keeps me locked in fear. There is a hatred that lies beneath any policy against the LGBT+ community, one poorly disguised as “love”. 

Because of the masked hatred that I have experienced not only from many Christians inside Redeemer’s walls but also from the greater Christian community, my faith has faltered. I have doubted that I am loved unconditionally by my Maker, I have avoided church and other Christ-centred gatherings, and I have dodged speaking about God wherever I could. Even now, believing wholeheartedly that there is no part of my identity that my God does not love, I find myself asking, “How can I be a part of a belief system that wants nothing to do with me?” In the past, I have wondered how I could continue to study in a place where I am constantly afraid of being kicked out because of something as silly as my relationship with another woman.
Redeemer is the place God has called me to be; this I know without a doubt. I love the people, the sense of community, the classes. I feel able to be myself in all but one way. God is calling me to share my story with others, to be a voice for others like me who may feel unsafe raising their own, but how can I fulfil my calling in a place that is meant to be safe yet makes those within my community, including myself, feel unsafe? 

I intend to complete my studies at Redeemer, and I intend not to hide any part of who I am.
I am a follower of Christ. I am a daughter of the One True King. I am fully loved by my God. I am who He created me to be. None of this will ever change because of my sexuality.


(My questions and comments are removed. The following letter captures the essence of Andrea’s side of the conversation. R.L.)

3) Andrea Pedrazza 
…I’m glad ppl are pushing the institution to open a bit more their eyes and understand the true meaning of love and how they are treating others that are different.

There’s just a big percent that believes something and they think they are right and bc they are the majority they feel with this power of telling others what’s right and what’s wrong but they need to be careful bc they could fall into this position of pretending to be “God”. And at the end no one knows what’s true, the only mission and job we have is to live ourselves and love others no matter how uncomfortable they make you feel. But they just keep excluding ppl that are of feel different and that’s not love.
Acknowledging isn’t enough you know. When there’s still some hate or wondering/questioning why ppl are like that or find it weird. It’s kinda hypocritical…. It’s useless for us to know that there’s acknowledgement from head office if at the end they feel disgusted that this kind of love might happen and to force students to sign this [policy]. it’s just hypocritical

I don’t really know the whole thing of redeemer and how they structure things bc 1. I wasn’t really involved with the beliefs and the way the managed their education. I just assist to finish my degree and learn more about my programs and 2. I never really cared what others would say about me being gay and I didn’t really live in the dorms or felt that part of the community. But once again I took this role and position bc I felt and I knew I would be excluded in many ways starting with many students (probably professors from the art department were more welcoming and not so judgmental) but still even showing art that was different or had a higher level of content made me feel excluded. There’s just many things going on here.

… it just made me realize how messed up religions are, I am more concerned and worried for the ppl that are part of this community and feel trapped or scared bc they can’t express who they truly are and live with fear. At the end my experience it’s just a thing that makes me grow and transform myself into something better and just to acknowledge and be conscious of how (sorry of the word) but it makes me realize how fu#*ed up this institution and the world in general is. And that’s why we need to fight against this and do something to change it Bc if I felt it I don’t what to imagine how others that really are part of this might be feeling.

I’m really glad there’s ppl inside redeemer that are trying to make changes and speak for those who can’t or have fear to express who they are.





4) Abbey Terpstra-Patterson

I just want to say that I am here because I'm an alumni (2001) and I am also a Queer, Polyamorous, Single Parent, Sex Educator, and Truth Seeker. 
...whew....thats a mouthful!
It's a long story. 
But, the important part is, even though my upbringing (in the church and christian🥰 education👨‍🎓culture🤖, culminating in 4 years at Redeemer) taught me, that who I was was a *child of God👑*, it also taught me SHAME👹. The control, restrictions, and limitations that the church (and by proxy Redeemer) instilled in my spirit about who and what I needed to be in order to be accepted as a child of God were, quite simply, lies☠. In this way, I consider much of my education, and much of my church upbringing to have been traumatic🤕 to my personal growth and journey with God.
The Redeemer I experienced was not a place that I would be comfortable recommending to either of my children to attend.
5) Jillian Thalman
I have debated adding my voice to these many – I am a cis gendered female, in a heteronormative marriage, and I no longer consider myself a member of the church – what do I have to offer? However, as an ally, I have spent countless hours listening, supporting and crying with my friends who have been hurt by ‘theology’. I can’t not say something. 
I have been modestly successful in my career as a marketing professional. A couple years ago, the Redeemer Alumni Association reached out and asked to feature me in some way. I politely declined and am about to explain why. 
I have had the opportunity to hire some amazing individuals to work for me during my career. One young man, was bright, thoughtful, talented and gay. We had a great rapport in our interview and hiring him was a no-brainer. Before his start date, we connected on LinkedIn. He could see that I had attended Redeemer University; I later learned that he had had a tremendous amount of anxiety before coming to work for me. He was worried I would be intolerant, or judgmental or homophobic – because I had attended Redeemer University. Rightly so. 
The name of Redeemer University is not something I publicize about myself and I have since taken it off my resume. What message does a degree from Redeemer send to colleagues? Potential employers? Does it indicate a potential HR liability? This is, of course, a completely self-centered and secondary aspect of this conversation. The focus should 100% be on the primary stories and voices – the hurt and the alienation felt by the LGBTQ community. But I thought – maybe if I can’t speak to the theologians, I can speak to the lawyers. 
I greatly value the education I received at Redeemer. I wish I could speak of this institution more proudly – instead of hiding the fact that I attended it (but I can manage that just fine). What I really hope for, is that you see this as an opportunity to love more graciously and to heal the hurt you’ve caused your students, alumni and community. 
Jillian Thalman (Hermansen) – Class of ‘07

6) Scott Fairley

Dear Dr. Graham and members of the Redeemer University College Board of Governors and Senate.

I first attended Redeemer in 2003 at the age of 19. I grew up in a Christian home and attended a Christian high school, as many RUC students do. I presumed that, like high school, I would not encounter anyone who identified as LGBTQ while at Redeemer.  I was wrong.

During my first year, I had two close friends come out as gay to me. A third came out to me in the summer of 2004. All of them told me this in deep confidence because they felt I was a safe person, which forced me to reconsider my own views on sexuality, identity, and orientation.  Only one felt safe enough at Redeemer to continue their studies until graduation.

This experience caused me to feel like I needed to self-censor and keep my views to myself, and I initially endured a period of severe anxiety about the secrets I was trusted to keep alongside the sudden and significant challenge to my worldview. I ultimately chose to remain silent about my convictions and opted not to participate in discussions around campus, and generally held my tongue in class when the topic came up. I have come to deeply regret my silence and passive dishonesty, knowing full well that people were hurt by that which went unchallenged.

I graduated in 2008, but I had a close family member come out in 2007 and I have made close friendships with many others in the LGBTQ community since then. Because of this, I often feel that I have to either hide the fact that I attended a Christian university or heavily qualify it, something I have done extensively in my professional life. Unlike some alumni, I do not have the luxury of not being affected by the policy. It is not abstract to me.

That is, I feel, what makes the existing policy damaging to the Redeemer community. It excludes not just those who are LGBTQ from full participation, but also those who have friends and family in the LGBTQ community and those who have done the difficult soul work that so often comes with being an affirming Christian.

I have seen first-hand how harmful this policy is to students and alumni. To continue it would be a grave mistake.

Affirming Christians are not just following trends, appeasing the broader culture, or avoiding difficult topics. We are motivated by love for friends, family, coworkers, and strangers. We are moved to action by the stories of our LGBTQ friends who have been hurt by the Church, and by those who choose to remain a part of the Church - and in some cases, join the Church - despite that. Speaking personally, the words of Christ in Matthew 25:40-45 are deeply convicting.

Oftentimes, we come to this position through difficult and deeply personal journeys. Mine started at Redeemer.

I am not asking that Redeemer abandon or water down it's Christian mission, but to expand it by recognizing the diversity of deeply held convictions within the Christian church. It is not an easy thing to do, but it is the right thing to do.

The five years I spent at Redeemer were deeply formative, and I would not trade them for anything. But I have regrets about them, and my hope and prayer is that those don't need to be repeated in the future.

I would welcome any opportunity in any capacity to discuss my experience at greater length.

Regards

Scott Fairley
Class of 2008


7) Christopher Godwaldt
I started my RUC experience back when it was just RC, technically in the class of 2003, though I never completed my degree.
For two years I lived on campus, the second as an HA, with great groups of guys in both years. Despite that, those two years were some of the most gut-wrenchingly difficult years I've also ever experienced. Back then I was deeply-entrenched in the closet, knowing that I was definitely not straight, but also trusting no one with that secret. 
It remained my secret until I came out to my now ex-wife just a couple years into our marriage. 
My years at Redeemer, and especially those two when I lived on campus, were marked with guilt and fear! I felt guilty that I wasn't straight. I felt guilty that I developed crushes on my dorm-mates. I felt guilty when I engaged in any sort of interaction with members of the same gender, and guilty when I interacted with members of the opposite gender. I felt guilty for 'leading' females on whenever I expressed interest in their lives. I felt guilty when I accessed porn in my dorm room. I felt guilty when I sat in accountability groups and had to pretend that I had once again 'failed' to maintain a healthy sexual ethic with regards to members of the opposite sex, fantasy, pornography and masturbation. I felt guilty when I 'played along' laughing and sharing homophobic jokes.
And I lived daily in fear. I was afraid that someone would catch my eyes wandering. I was afraid that I would get caught crossing my legs the wrong way. I was afraid that someone would catch me aimlessly singing Abba. I was afraid that I would talk in my sleep and accidentally out myself. I was afraid that one of my dorm-mates would walk in on me. I was afraid that I would have an erection at the most inopportune times which would lead others to suspect about my orientation. I was afraid that my faith wasn't strong enough because despite having prayed for years and years and years, I was still gay. I was afraid that I was going to hell, and that there was no way a sinner like me could make it to heaven. I felt afraid that I wasn't working hard enough, or doing enough spiritually & community-wise to save me from eternal damnation. I felt afraid that I wasn't worthy of grace because I was gay. I felt afraid that one of my dorm mates would discover my darkest shame, would out me, and I'd face public ridicule and eviction. 
Every day...waking & sleeping, I exhausted myself trying to be the best damn straight Christian on campus so no one would ever know. And my true friendships suffered for it. My academic life suffered for it. And without a doubt, my development as a young, spiritually-maturing Christian suffered for it. Instead of developing a true faith, I developed the perfect facade and learned how to live it day in and day out.
These days I've traced the footsteps of my (great)grandparents backwards and now live in Delft, the Netherlands with my husband. It took years and years and years of work to slowly chip away at the shame, guilt & fear which had, in place of a solid foundation based on Christ, formed the foundation of my daily life. Thankfully there were others, especially several within the RCA & CRC, who walked with me, journeyed with me, and crawled through the deepest valleys with me to help me unpack what I had learned in years of Christian Sunday School, Youth Group, Highschool & University. They've helped me see a God of love instead of a God of condemnation. Through their joint-work I've learned to build a faith and a life that is healthier (no, I've not yet learned it all, and I've a long way to go), I'm learning to trust that God is good, that His grace is sufficient for even me, and that He chooses me...a gay, married, reform(ed)(ing) Christian...just as a I am. He loves me, yes, even me!
Looking back, I remain grateful for much of my RUC experience, but if I knew then what I know now, it would not have been my choice for schools. Back then I had no idea that there were Christians who didn't condemn every expression of LGBTQI+ reality. I had never met another gay or queer Christian, and I was convinced the two could never be married. I've now met so many Christians with deep faith-based roots who are convinced that there is more than one possible way to journey through this life.
RUC stands in a beautifully unique place to make a difference in the lives of many, and I pray that courage and wisdom lead to a holistic engagement of the reality of the beautifully diverse Christian reality, thereby helping to create a safe and nurturing learning & faith development space even for those within the LGBTQI+ spectrum.
I share these remarks publicly, and remain open to those who wish to engage or explore further. 
In good faith,
Christopher Godwaldt



8) Anonymous
Redeemer has shaped me into the adult I am today. I do not regret attending, but I regret having to be careful who I spoke to about more liberal views. 
I am straight, but I am an ally. I recall back in grade 12, when applying, thinking long and hard about whether or not I wanted to go to a place that in its code of conduct did not accept LGTBQ relationships. I am one of those people who read all the terms and conditions before signing. It took me a few weeks to make the choice, and when I did, I apologized at lunch to my friends in a same-sex relationship, feeling like I had forsaken them. 
Since I have been here, I have learned so much about theology, mainstream Christian views on various pressing issues. It felt hard to be open about any alternate view in classes or conversation. At the same time, I found theatre class to be a safe space. Not just for the gay community, but for everyone. We can open up to others, bare our souls and troubles, make art. Theatre is healing. 
Along the way, a handful of people opened up to me, seeing me as a safe person to talk to about their sexuality, as well as other things in their lives. I was also able to find friends in this community who supported me through my life problems, and were safe to talk to about them. 
As humans, we are all struggling. As humans we all need love and grace. When you force people to hide who they are, you add anxiety and tension. They are less likely to come forward and be helped, less likely to feel comfortable helping others, letting others in.

9) Chris Howlett
I have some thoughts as an "ally", I guess you can call it, and I have no issue with you using my name or contact information for follow up. Though my cynical, but honest, fear is that the school would rather work to assume its own dialogue out of ease of continued support from generous donors. Though I can't be as thoughtful as some others here, I still want to share... And my apologies... I don't know how to accurately do so without some length. Feel free to take a couple small nuggets... I don't expect many want to read my walls of text.

I'm somewhat embarrassed to admit that during my time at Redeemer, I neglected to give any of this any real or serious thought. My personal insecurities and immaturity at the time led me to chameleon the thoughts and actions of those around me.

I didn't go to a Christian high school, and I know when with my friends back home, I would echo their sentiments on the topic (which more accurately reflects my true opinions, though not in its entirety). Similarly, I would do the same with classmates at Redeemer, which at times, was a betrayal of what I, then loosely and now firmly, truly believe. The same concept applies to what I might have said about gender roles in the church and other important issues. I very much echoed the sentiments of whatever was easiest to say at that time in my life. Thinking back, I cringe at every memory of any time this topic might have come up. How could I have been so insensitive, dishonest, and uncaring?

Two friends I lived with over the RUC years (2004-2008 for me) were privately entrenched in personal struggles over either being attracted to other men or with gender identity. One I knew about a little bit in my final year, and the other friend I didn't learn about until years after graduation.

I wish I had known before.

I wish I had known, because I don't trust what might have come out of my mouth back then. Looking back with one friend in particular, I can now plainly see numerous times when they loosely brought up the topic, clearly just "testing the waters" on how I might react. We are very close friends, but they still didn't feel 100% safe to talk about something they so desperately wanted to talk about.

It makes me sad to think about it. It makes me sad to think they didn't trust me as much as I trusted them. Even more so knowing they had good reason not to trust me.

I mostly blame myself for it. But I also largely blame the culture we lived within. As much as I would like to claim I am an independent thinker, I'm still very much a product of my environment. My parents were very loving and accepting people. It was no fault of their own. I think the truth is simple: it didn't affect me, personally. (Or so it felt)

And like so many other things in the world we turn a blind eye to because we are not affected by them, I didn't give any thought to how some of the people I love most might feel. I was never forced to stand up for what I believed in, and frankly, it was easier not to anyway.

When I graduated, I began working at a youth centre with youth that often needed help with basic needs. On more than one occasion over the first few years there, I met youth who had been kicked out of their homes as early as age 16 because their parents' "Christian" views didn't accept their "son" might actually identify as a woman. There were similar stories for homosexual youth who had been forced out or felt unwelcome enough to try living without a home as opposed to at home in comfort.

I was finally, for the first time, forced to face and solidify my worldview after having a conversation and make an action plan with an emotionally distraught and deeply suicidal young man who said he would do anything to turn straight so his father would love him again. What should have been obvious years prior finally hit me... no one -chooses- this. They simply are who they are.

How could any professing Christian deny Christ inspired love to a person with such an incredible lack of grace? What is wrong with "Christian" directed dialogue that such harm and evil would force a parent to push their child to the streets to a high risk of encountering drugs or resorting to prostitution to simply survive?

It depresses me to know that my complacency, even as a self-appointed "ally", was part of the problem that allowed for tragedies like this to occur.

What was more apparent is that from this experience, I observed that these young people who dealt with more inner conflict by age 18 than I might my entire life are some of the most feeling, compassionate, loyal, and thoughtful people I'd ever met. And why wouldn't they be? These are qualities these youths long for from every relative and potential friend they've ever met. Some even seek that sense of belonging as a greater priority than a place to live.

How sad these qualities could not be found in those professing Christ's love...

Palpable brokenness, caused under the guise of "Christianity’s” call to seek justice while forgetting to love mercy. In my personal opinion, though on a clearly less physically violent scale, it is not unlike the line of thinking that led to support for the Crusades... I know that seems extreme, but it is what I believe.

And this brings me to the point I feel RUC needs to consider...

The "Christian" way of dealing with this topic appears to do considerably more damage to a soul than they realize. I've no doubt innumerable young people attending RUC could benefit from better dialogue, as I'm sure I would have. 

I also understand RUC prides itself as an “ACADEMIC” institution with a Christian worldview. Is there not considerable research out there around suicide rates of LGBTQ people? Or depression rates? Is there not some evidence that could point to the benefits of people being accepted in a community? If data and research exists to support a conclusion on the best course of action, how could the school morally reject that research while professing to value academics?

My feeling when it comes to the church and to "Christianity" as I've experienced and participated in, is of disgust and sadness, though I still profess to be a believer. The crazy thing is around my own life... if I had to pick any one thing to change... it would be to have just taken a minute or two and had a real conversation with someone I care deeply about.

Can you imagine the good that could come from an entire community doings so? If my change and inner conflict could have been experienced by a thousand more people when it was needed most?

That's how big of a deal this is. And that's just ONE 4-year cycle. Let’s stop being comfortable. It doesn't help anyone.

10) Embry Doyle
My name is Embry Doyle (they/them), formerly Emily Doyle. I believe, and affirm that there is One Loving Almighty God, who sent his only Son to live a perfect life and die to cover over our sins with his perfect righteous love. I am invested in my Faith Path and study. For this reason, I attended Redeemer University. I was excited to be in a space where I could study academics, openly discuss matters of faith and religious practice, and be in a community that openly affirmed “You belong here”. 
However, it was made clear to me, I did not belong there.  
University is a uniquely designed space and time in the lives of anyone who is able to attend it. Unlike the earlier years of schooling it is designed not only to instruct in facts and knowledge but to teach its students how to ask good questions. How to search out answers and how to discern truth from lies and facts from falsehoods. We then, do a great disservice to our ourselves and those who come after us if, instead of creating a space for exploration of God’s beautiful creation we instead shut out, shut down, and demand that everyone simply turn a blind eye to something simply because we do not want to deal with the implications. 
I am an asexual biromantic nonbinary person. Maybe that doesn’t actually mean anything to anyone listening, and it wouldn’t if you were not able to ask questions about what it means to be sexually and romantically attracted, and what a gender identity consists of. We go with the default. Everyone wants to have sex, and they must want to have sex with a person with opposite genitalia. For the longest time I thought the same way. I thought I was fundamentally broken. If God’s picture of how he loves the church is only a heteronormative marriage, then why would he make me this way? Thanks to the Apostle Paul I was able to label myself as having “the Gift of Singleness”, a wonderful new testament way of saying “asexual” and I could slip in and out of heteronormative spaces simply denying attraction of any kind, alone and lonely, misunderstood and without the vocabulary to share my experience till I was in my twenties. Even now I struggle to write this out. To confess. Because that is what we have made it, a confession rather than an exploration.  
I have been surrounded by the narrative that people who were in the LGBTQA+ identifying group are like alcoholics, namely that they had a persistent incurable “sin” that it was their whole goal in life to deny. Then my sister, my lovely, talented, beautiful sister came out to me. She has not attended Redeemer but her story is much the same. She is convinced that because the church she was raised in told her “you cannot be gay and a Christian” that she has to choose between Love, and Sanity, and the Truth of who she is as a person and a God she wants to believe in, but can’t. She is ACHING to be loved. Here we all are holding on to the God who is the creator of the universe, the saviour of the broken, the friend of sinners, and the TRUTH of the what love is. How can we not even have this conversation?
I have had the opportunity to have many conversations with affirming faithful Christians who have blessed me with their kindness and built up my faith in a loving saviour, a God who is Mother and Father and everything in between. I have also been told I am broken, wrong, and unlovable, by people claiming to follow Christ. If Redeemer truly wants to be a Christ Centered teaching institution, they need to stop worrying about church “Tradition”, a flaw that the biblical Pharisees were rebuked for by our saviour, and care more about the spirit that Jesus Embodied. 
 Redeemer does itself and its students wrong by refusing to acknowledge that those who walks its halls, attend its classes, eat the food, breathe the air, and love the SAME GOD might be attracted to people in a way that doesn’t fall under a heteronormative relationship, or might break the mold of “male” and “female” in any way. 
I came to a saving understanding of the Sacrifice of Jesus not thorough a list of laws or by bending myself into a pretzel to be what this iteration of Christianity has determined is the proper young ‘woman’; but through the very simple words of the Apostle John “the disciple who Jesus Loved.” That’s it. Jesus just loved him. It so amazed John that that is the only way he could refer to himself. Well I know for a fact I am loved. Loved by the Creator of the Universe, the sustainer of my breath. He loves me. And nothing in this world, neither height nor depth, nor angels or demons, neither tribulation or famine or disease or the sword, not my sexuality or lack thereof, not my gender, not the Woman whose hand I want to hold nor the Man I go out for coffee with can separate me or anyone else from the love. THE LOVE of GOD.  
We need to stop pretending like it will. 

11) Alexis Cresswell
When I was a kid, being gay was the worst thing imaginable. I remember distinctly when my mom told me that one of my favourite singers was gay, I responded that that was a shame, that God would hate him for being gay. I remember shaking my head in pity fully thinking that he was going to regret that choice. Looking back, I pity myself. 

Two of my high school friends came out to me as trans, one in my first year of university, and one more recently when I decided to seek clarification because the signals I was getting from him were very mixed. With that first friend, the fact that he trusted me with the knowledge of his identity was a gift, and I remember that every single time the topic comes up regardless of the context. He discovered his true identity around the time I first met him, three years’ prior at the very least. It took him three years to tell me because he was scared of how opinionated I was. How close minded I was. It took me three years to get to the point where he could trust me with a piece of himself without putting himself in danger. And every time I think back on that, I'm sad. 
I was raised to be a Christian, I accepted Christ when I was three years old, too young to even understand what that meant. I was raised to follow in my conservative Christian mother's footsteps to be a good little Christian girl to grow up to marry a man and be a good little Christian wife and give birth to good little Christian babies to continue the cycle. I was taught from a young age that I had a role to fulfill and I was going to have to keep my head down and stay far far away from the evil nasty Secular world and their disgusting Sin. I was taught, basically, to turn my back on anything that didn't fit my pastor's list of accepted behaviour. 

As you know, I've done a little bit of growing since then (as my piercings and tattoos would show you). But for the longest time, I thought to be gay, to be a lesbian, to even be asexual (which I later discovered really closely fit who I've grown up to be), was wrong. Sinful to the extreme, and I should turn my back on them before they infect me with their mindset and turn me over to the Devil. Because being gay is somehow contagious, like a disease. It was to the point that my friend, one of my closest friends I've ever had, was scared to tell me the truth about who he is because I wouldn't accept him. 

When I came to Redeemer, I was honestly a little scared. By the time I was graduating high school, I had come face to face with the fact that I maybe wasn't quite 100% straight, and played around a bit with the idea that because hot guys weren't quite my cup of tea, maybe women would be? Despite the fact that that didn't quite fit either... I dated a girl for several months, a strictly emotional arrangement as she lived quite a distance away (which some people tell me isn't a real relationship, but as I was the person involved in it, emotionally invested in it, I say it was). I enjoyed being with her. I had to tell my parents that I was seeing a girl, and it started the hard conversation of: "If I married a woman, would you accept that?" 

My dad said yes. "You're my daughter, that's all that matters." 

My mother... hesitated. She eventually said yes. But it was like I had wounded her by even suggesting such a thing. 

The relationship didn't last, but I'd accepted that I was at the very least bisexual, if not just plain a lesbian. I expected to spend my entire time at Redeemer with my head down and my mouth shut. I had long conversations with my roommate, trying to open her mind to the idea that maybe the black and white mindset that to be gay is wrong is flawed because at the end of the day a person is a human being regardless of sexual orientation. I used to test how much I could trust someone with who I am by asking them their views fairly early on just so I could gauge how much of myself I could reveal safely without inviting... unpleasant conversation. I found very few people who shared my views that we should love everyone no matter if they're gay or straight or somewhere else on the spectrums. I didn't feel safe to share who I was with almost anyone. 

To complicate matters, I realized during my second year that I was not only "not 100% straight," I was... broken, or something, because I was feeling emotional attachments and interests, but not physical ones. And it's harder to be a good little Christian wife if the idea of sex (which you need to make those good little Christian babies) tied my stomach into painful twisty knots. With some emotional coaching from a friend, I was able to find a label that helped me figure out myself, and I realized (finally) that I'm on the asexual spectrum (which was hard to accept as someone who does eventually want a family all of my own). I've since had that label thrown in my face several times by people who claimed that they "understood" what I felt, that I shouldn't be trying to engage in relationships with other people because I'd be "leading them on" or "manipulating" them into unhappy relationships. I should stay out of dating because I'm not a sexual option. And that's been painful. These were conversations I was having with Redeemer students as well as outsiders. 

I've had very little freedom to find others in Redeemer's community to talk to about things like coming to terms with the fact that I'm on the asexual spectrum and I'm not fully straight (because I've had dreams of one day actually settling down with a wife by my side, just as often as I've hoped to meet a man to marry if not more) because there are no options. It's almost taboo, something we mention only in dorm rooms behind closed doors or in hushed whispers in secluded corners of Redeemer where you won't risk being overheard. I would have loved to have someone else in the Christian community at Redeemer to help me through coming to terms with the fact that I'm not ever going to be that good little Christian I was raised to be, but there was no one I truly felt safe enough to risk asking for advice. I went through those rough patches more or less alone. 

The air about Redeemer is changing, it's growing and it should absolutely continue to do so. But we absolutely need to make sure that Redeemer is equipped to actually help nurture the people who are coming to study in its halls, not continue to make them feel isolated and hurt. 

Because I absolutely could have used a helping hand when I was trying to figure myself out and deal with the consequences of fully realizing that I am not a straight woman. 

I apologize, I know this is definitely on the long side, but it's something I'm incredibly passionate about. 
Thank you for the steps you're taking toward action


PS from above 

One thing I did forget to mention was a pretty negative experience I had in my first year. It was a religion class so I expected that my ideas would clash with that of the more conservative professor. I just wasn't expecting how much or how often. The worst was one class when we were talking about symbolism in the Bible, and of course, the rainbow came up. 

So in front of the entire first year class, he shook his head in shame and disgust and said, "It's such a shame that a... certain group... took this beautiful symbol of God's love and corrupted it."

I left that class so... angry and hurt. I remember ranting for so long to a friend about how hurtful that mentality is, and how dangerous it was to reinforce an idea like that in a class that size. 

It's part of why I stopped going to church, because I don't want to have to pretend that closed minded hatred is the way to go.


12) Anonymous

I am bisexual, and I graduated from Redeemer in 2019. Something I was always aware of while at Redeemer, that became especially clear in my fourth year, is that Redeemer is not a safe space for differing views to be expressed. I've seen professors present discussion questions that presume that homosexuality is a sin (without giving an opportunity to discuss that), claim that traditional gender roles are the "Christian" genders, and I've seen students engage in discussions assuming that everyone in the room agreed with them on homosexuality. In all these cases, I should have spoken up, but each time the fear that so many of us experience silenced me. 
When Confident and Confused happened in September 2018, for the first time I felt ashamed to be attending Redeemer. As someone who wants to someday work with LGBTQ+ people, having Redeemer on my resume for the foreseeable future, and therefore having my name attached to the event, I felt like being silent any longer would be a betrayal of my community. I reached out to Student Life to talk about resources for LGBTQ+ students and how to let those students know that those resources existed. The sentiment that met me was "We want to help, but we need to be careful not to offend anyone because that could be bad for the school." It felt as though our voices were being silenced for the sake of the institution, and for the sake of the cis, straight, conservative majority. Student Life told me about SAGA (Sexuality and Gender Awareness), an anonymous support group facilitated by Shalem Mental Health Network for Redeemer students, which had not been running for years. I gathered my friends, emailed Shalem, and we started up SAGA again. Spreading awareness of the group was limited to word of mouth because of Student Life’s resistance to overt advertising. It took three months for SAGA to be advertised on the bathroom posters, which was much less than we had hoped for. I can only hope that it will be enough so that more of the LGBTQ+ community at Redeemer will have safe spaces and people, and that suffering will be lessened.
 It bothers me that Redeemer is not affirming but partners with affirming organizations like Shalem. It bothers me that Redeemer holds to the Reformed tradition but admits students from other denominations (which could be affirming) but does not recognize their right to theological difference on the subject. It bothers me that the comfort of the majority is prioritized over the needs of the minority. 
Overall, my years at Redeemer felt suffocating, like I could not be myself without some risk of losing everything I had worked for. I was lucky enough that my friends and I formed a community of unconditional love and acceptance where we were free to ask questions and be ourselves. 
When I graduated, I approached it with a sense of relief as well as a sense of dread. Relief, because I am now free to be myself, but dread that more people like me may continue to face suffocation and isolation in this school that claims to be loving and accepting of all people.
13) Rev. Mark Chiang
This is a difficult letter to write. My time at Redeemer was one of the darkest points in my life, and it’s impossible for me to bring up memories without dredging the emotions attached. I minimize any contact I have with the school now — which is a challenge considering my family’s connections. To be fair, it is not that Redeemer did anything actively homophobic or intentionally hurtful. Redeemer is a product of the church cultures that surround it, and it is with the churches that I place the blame. However, there were actions that could have been taken at Redeemer that would’ve made my experience less isolating and distressing. I share my story in the hopes that it will encourage you to create policies that help protect the well-being of some of your most vulnerable students.
I was thirteen when my parents accepted teaching positions at Redeemer and, for the first year, we lived in residence. That fall, I watched as the incoming students moved their belongings into the dorms, joked with each other, and after a long, hot day, started a water balloon fight — boy’s dorm against girl’s dorm. When I couldn’t pull my gaze away from the boys, I knew there was something different about my sexuality. My parents were pressured to enroll us in Christian schools, and from then on, I was raised in a Christian bubble that implicitly taught us that anything different belonged ‘out there’. After graduating high school, I could have attended any number of universities, but I held back making a decision till the last moment, afraid that, in a secular school, I might encounter other gay folk and it would burst the protective bubble I grew up in. Enrolling at Redeemer was a way of hiding from my sexuality.
Choosing a school in an attempt to denigrate and bury oneself is a bad decision. I own that. The misery I felt in those four years was largely self-inflicted by my own internalized homophobia. I hid behind a mask and kept others at arm’s length. A moment of joy came when I was cast as Algernon in 'The Importance of Being Earnest'; a role I performed with wild campiness. It was in pretending to be someone else that I felt I could be the most ‘me’. I was not intending to do a theatre degree, but that program became the place I felt safest. The Black Box was my refuge. 
The only friendships I developed at Redeemer came from cast members of 'Earnest'. By the end of that school year, one of them had come out to me, and I to him. It was the first time I knew someone who was gay and the first time I ever said anything to anyone about myself. A platonic romance sparked between us, and we vowed that, when school started in September, we would share a room in residence.
But by the time school resumed, my internalized homophobia had convinced me that sharing a room would be too gay, even if it was platonic. We did move in together, but I did everything I could to make living with me an unbearable experience. I took out the shame and anger I held towards myself on the only other person I knew was gay. Our friendship quickly ended and I continue to feel remorse for the ways I behaved. I repeated similar sabotaging behaviours whenever someone got too close, until I found myself completely isolated and without any friends. 
While I wasn’t diagnosed at the time, I look back now and recognize depression as my constant companion at Redeemer. Whether it was due to the resources I had or the personality I was born with, I consider myself very lucky that suicidal ideation has never been a temptation for me. But I understand how it could be for others and how dangerously close I got to that edge. I should have spoken with a counsellor, or a chaplain, or anyone in fact, but I knew of no one I could be safe with. There was no one in whom I could trust my secret.
Chapel services were particularly difficult. How could I love a God who would only love me in return if I achieved the herculean task of changing my sexual orientation? Why was I given a burden no one else had to carry? Why did God want me so alone? I would obey God out of fear, but never out of love. I can’t remember if anything anti-gay was ever said in those chapel services, but it didn’t need to be. It was in worship that I felt the most contempt for myself.
In my final year, my former friend published an article in the Crown in which he outed himself. It was much discussed in the school as he was the only one in our cohort (and perhaps the first ever) to be publicly out at Redeemer. I was no longer on speaking-terms with him, but nevertheless felt proud of his bravery — proud, envious, and extremely anxious. I feared that the spotlight on him might reflect back on me. I worried daily that someone might ask and I might be outed. For my final theatre project, I had elected to write a screenplay; and for my subject, I chose a recent news event of a clergy person who had been caught cruising for sex with other men. It was a way of expressing my own internal wrestling. But with the school now abuzz about my friend’s sexuality, I was horrified by the topic I chose and by the risk it presented. Rather than complete that screenplay, I downgraded my Theatre Major to a Minor. 
After graduating, I attended seminary where I discovered a range of theological opinions on sexuality. I read every book I could about homosexuality; and one Sunday, when in worship with other queer Christians, I came to accept that God loved me as God created me. It was a moment of such grace and joy and healing that I consider it my born-again experience. I was so elated, I reached out to my former friend from Redeemer to apologize and to share with him my good news. 
We met for lunch where he told me that he had just completed a term with New Directions, a ministry that, at that time, promoted conversion therapy. My friend claimed to now be ex-gay. As horrible as I was to him and as embarrassed as I remain about it, I have never stopped loving my friend. I will always be devastated by the direction his life took and the pain I know it has caused. I grieve him still, and I wonder how life might have been different if we lived in a world where one’s sexuality wasn’t a matter of debate. 
For myself, I am now in a much happier place: partnered with a man for the past 15 years, with a daughter, dogs, a wonderful ministry, and many, many friends. When I look back at my time at Redeemer, I believe there are things that could have been done to better support queer folks like me:
1. Embrace theological diversity. It was my own ignorance (perhaps willfully maintained on my part), but I had no idea there were different theological perspectives on issues such as sexuality. The body of Christ is so much larger than I ever realized. I value that Redeemer is rooted in a Reformed tradition, but an academic setting is the ideal place to be exposed to and learn from other traditions. 
2. Allow theological differences among faculty. It is also important to know that, even within the Reformed tradition, there is a wide variety of opinions on doctrine. It would have been immensely helpful to see professors honestly and lovingly disagreeing with each other on sexuality and gender. An academic institution should be a safe place to question theology and arrive at different conclusions. 
3. Encourage “Safe Space” rainbow stickers, along with proper LGBTQ training and education. Counsellors, especially, should be clearly identifiable as LGBTQ affirming and non-judgmental spaces. Faculty and staff should also be free to indicate that they are comfortable with discussions on sexuality and gender, and that those conversations will be respectful and confidential. I don’t know if I personally would have been brave enough to speak with a professor, but I would’ve felt less isolated if I knew there were safe people I could turn to. 
These might be practices that Redeemer is already engaged with. It has been almost 20 years since I graduated, and as I said at the beginning, I know very little about life at Redeemer today. However, knowing the ministry I do in the LGBTQ community, I have no doubts that there are still students who, like me, come from very sheltered theological monocultures. The queer and trans folks among them will be struggling with the same internalized homophobia and transphobia. They are isolated, depressed, and at risk of self-harm. For their sake, I implore you to consider the impacts that policies on sexuality and gender will have. A queer-affirming policy has the potential to quite literally save lives. 
Submitted by,
Rev. Mark Chiang
(he/him) 
Affirming Coordinator, Robertson-Wesley United Church


14) Chris Van Meggelen
I knew I was gay from the time I was 14, and I spent my high school years frightened, in the closet, and coming to terms with my orientation. By the time I finished high school, I knew that no amount of praying was going to change that. I was theologically conservative, and expected to live a celibate life. I came out to my parents around that time. My parents were also theologically conservative at the time, and they loved me and supported me just as I was. The summer before Redeemer, I became confident in my identity as a gay christian woman.
I attended RUC from 1997-2001 (it was Redeemer College for the first few years). I chose to go to Redeemer because I had gone to public high school, and I was upset and frustrated at the treatment of the Bible in my classes - mostly it was treated as a myth, and there was an assumption that no one in the class actually believed it. I wanted to have a Christian education for university.

There were many aspects of Redeemer that I loved. I loved being immersed in the Christian community at Redeemer. I loved that our profs would often open the first morning class with prayer, and I loved that I was going to the local church with some of my profs. 
I grew up attending the First CRC of Toronto. There were same-sex couples at my church, so although I was theologically conservative and believed I was called to be celibate, I saw different beliefs within the same congregation. I did not think that my attractions could be judged, only my actions. I stayed in the closet (which is a lonely, painful, damaging place to be) in my first year at Redeemer, and I was upset to discover there that many people thoughtlessly judged LGBT people as inherently immoral. 

On my very first day at Redeemer, during the first-years’ “getting to know you” games, there was a guy wearing a “God made Adam and Eve, not Adam and Steve” t-shirt. Later, some of my new dorm mates said “oh, I love that shirt!” and “Ellen is evil” (Ellen Degeneres had come out only months before) and “Oh, that’s so gay!” Each one hurt. I became two separate people. 
On the outside I was happy, fun-loving and had many friends. On the inside I was lonely, terrified, and hurting so much. I felt like all of my friendships were fake, because they didn’t know the real me. 

I spent a lot of time and energy thinking about being gay while I was closeted at Redeemer. I suffered from depression, and sought counselling. I remember often walking alone with only my own thoughts, thinking “I am gay. I am gay. I am gay…” because the secret consumed me. Every single interaction I had, I wondered what it would be like if the other person knew. I mostly felt they would hate or reject me. 

By the end of my 4th year, I had told a few friends that I was gay. I didn’t have any strong negative reactions, but neither were there any of the strong affirming reactions that I so desperately needed.

I look back on those 4 years with regret. Many people who were such good friends at Redeemer had hurtful things to say to me, either when I first came out, or later when I announced I was engaged to my now wife. I now have very little contact with any of them. (Pro-tip: When someone says “guess what, I’m getting married” the appropriate response is “congratulations!”) 

Once I was back in Toronto, I slowly left the CRC and joined an affirming Anglican church, The Church of the Redeemer. There I met a wonderful woman, who I’ve since married, and we have 2 children together. 

We still attend The Redeemer regularly, but over the years, my faith has dwindled. Hateful comments and actions towards my community made by those claiming to be Christian have piled up, and up, until gradually I lost my faith altogether. It’s not that I’m angry at God, I just can’t believe anymore in a God who is supposed to love me so much, yet allows their followers to hate my people in God’s name. 

Chris Van Meggelen
Class of 2001




15) Sarah Jane Speer
I was a student at Redeemer between 2010 and 2014. I was never out while attending Redeemer and hadn't even begun to realize the fullness of my identity as a queer person. It occurs to me that I probably did not begin to process my sexuality until after leaving Redeemer because it is not an environment that would exactly encourage or embrace questioning around this topic. Post Redeemer I lost a few friends because of my coming out. Because I was never out during my time as a student there I never experienced any direct negativity or harm. I did feel uncomfortable in situations where roommates would make comments about gay characters in various tv shows. I remember feeling particularly uncomfortable in a sociology/social work class where we were instructed to participate in a debate regarding same sex marriage - those who agreed were to stand on one side and those who disagreed were to stand on the opposite side of the classroom. The fact that something so personal could be debated in such a public way, where the professor’s opinion was clearly known, was strange...and at the time I hadn't found my voice yet to speak up about this. I'm glad I have one now [image: https://static.xx.fbcdn.net/images/emoji.php/v9/ta5/1.5/16/1f642.png]


16) Anonymous
Previous education and dominant discourse at Redeemer instructed me to believe that faith values were either rooted in fundamentalist conservative views (i.e. morality, righteousness, sound doctrine) or those that deviated (i.e. lukewarm theology, unsound doctrine, and a running joke in one of my old dorms- "party-church"). This system of dichotomizing faith has remained with me throughout life, increasingly causing fragmentation as I realize that the way I believe about faith no longer connects to fundamentalism. 
Interestingly, the shift in my perspective toward developing openly affirming faith values grew exponentially while I was at Redeemer. I remember a theater class that focused on desexualizing the human body through movement- a rare reprieve from discourse on modesty, morality, sex and (sexual) identity where we were allowed the freedom to be fully created. I remember attending a course on the academic study of scripture, where we practiced interpreting scripture through the lenses of multiple worldviews. It was here that I learned the language of "the Other." The professor asked us to read and interpret scripture from the perspective of those traditionally oppressed or marginalized from Christianity, and a world of insight about the meaning of the story of scripture was revealed. In some social work classes, we were given rare permission to discuss freely, facilitated by a professor who gently challenged us to reflect on the origins and impacts of our beliefs. Finally, I had the honour of meeting a dear friend, who awoke the possibility of Christianity as coexisting (rather than being in conflict with) LGBTQ+ rights, social justice and feminism. This led to what felt like a revolutionary possibility that I might be allowed to "be both" a Christian and an ally, or a Christian and an intersectional feminist.
Recently I was honoured to be offered a position in my field providing support to transgender and transitioning members of our community seeking medical care. I find myself in a difficult position when asked to discuss Redeemer in this context. Several times, I have wanted to advocate that despite policy, I often experienced a supportive and inclusive environment of professors and fellow students. Often I struggle to share about this part of my education at all. Unfortunately, there are too many stories of close friends and fellow alum who experienced social ostracism, did not complete school at Redeemer due to explicit or implicit messaging about gender identity and sexual orientation, and/or became separated from their faith because they could not fit LGBTQ+ and Christian into the same identity. My own faith has become strained as I struggle to find a way to participate in a community that seems departed from my understanding of God and faith. It saddens me to know that current policies and practices at Redeemer could continue to perpetuate the systemic oppression of members of the LGBTQ+ community. 
I empathize with the position that you are in, as an institution. Belief and worldview are powerful and difficult to shift; challenging them is vulnerable and uncomfortable. I imagine that you might feel afraid of what it could mean to deviate from what you have been taught is the only way to relate to your faith. I ask you to navigate this with the spirit of Christ, whose story is that of wholehearted acceptance, who stood up to rigidity of belief at every opportunity and offered full membership to every human being he encountered. I ask that you would consider moving beyond platitudes and narratives about loving people, but not all parts of them and to consider what could be lost by not extending wholehearted acceptance to every member of creation. I am praying with and for you for a day when words like intersectional feminism, affirmation, acceptance, allyship, social justice, and LGBTQ+ rights become synonymous with living a Christ-led life. I am hoping that you will take this next step into restoration and develop policies that offer dignity and full membership to those who have been traditionally othered by faith.



17) Naomi Bula (she/her, née Biesheuvel, class of 2003)
I attended Redeemer from 2000-2003. In my years at RUC, several friends who were fellow students came out to me as gay. Why did they do me this honour? I was somehow able to assure them that I would love them unconditionally and that I would do my best not to judge them, even though I was far from affirming at the time and even though I’m certain I made many mistakes in my interactions with them. But despite my weaknesses, I made sure they knew it would be safe for them to share because of how I talked about the LGTBQ community and because I valued them for who they are.
If you have ever experienced what it is like to be a minority of any kind, in any context, you’ll know that one of the first things you seek in a new situation is safety. You’ll do your research to ensure you’re not putting your life, your livelihood, or your relationships at risk. RUC, please offer some assurance to potential LGBTQ students, staff, and faculty that they can experience safety at this institution.
On the RUC website, your mission includes your intentions:
- To be an academic community in which faculty, staff, and students can develop intellectually, socially and spiritually;
- To equip students for lives of leadership and service under the Lordship of Jesus Christ;
- And in all these things to glorify God.
How can someone develop socially and spiritually when their environment doesn’t encourage honesty and vulnerability? How can someone foresee a life of leadership and service under Christ when there is no room allowed to explore what being LGBTQ and Christian looks like? And how do we glorify God when we do not love the children God created with wide open arms by clearly indicating that we will not allow them to be disrespected? 
For this school to continue in its calling, a change needs to take place. “We are called to be part of our culture as it unfolds. Christ in his renewing work on the cross re-asserted his claim to be Lord of all. Thus we who have been made in God’s image and redeemed by Christ are obligated to participate in the formation of that culture in which we live.” (The Cross and Our Calling, p. 10, redeemer.ca) 
RUC needs to find a way to participate in a movement of love that calls all people to Christ, no matter where they are coming from, that meets them as they are and sees God’s image shining through them. I find The King’s University’s “Statement on Inclusion” (https://www.kingsu.ca/ab…/about-kings/statement-on-inclusion) a wonderful example of this. The pervasive emotion I hear about my LGBTQ friends' experience in the Christian community, during my years at Redeemer and beyond, is that of fear. Yet 1 John 4:18 says: “There is no fear in love. But perfect love drives out fear ...” The more we love each other, the more ready we are to listen and learn, and the more space we make for conversations that may be uncomfortable. I myself am experiencing fear as I write this letter (that I'm not saying things well, that my words will have no effect, that I may hurt my own relationships), but I know that as a member of the majority I need to make my love for LGBTQ students, staff and faculty more perfect by using my voice for them.
The friends who came out to me during my time at Redeemer are still friends today, and I benefit from those friendships because I get to share joys with them, learn from them, and be challenged by them to appreciate perspectives that are not my own. I mourn the many ways and times that Christians have refused to see the beauty of God’s image as it is manifested in LGBTQ individuals. If we work harder to create safe spaces for our family in Christ to flourish, no matter their gender or who they’re attracted to, what a wonderful place RUC would be! This beloved campus has an opportunity to be a shining example of Christ’s love and an environment for every student to grow in wisdom, without fear. May Redeemer be a campus where everyone will be able to see our Creator, who graciously reflects attributes in all these beautiful children, more clearly.




18) Anonymous
I identify as a part of the LGBTQ+ community and have been a student at Redeemer from 2015-2019. For the most part, I have really enjoyed my time at Redeemer and highly valued having a Christian education. I will be forever thankful for the professors and students that I spent time with that provided safe pockets of space in which I was able and encouraged to wrestle with difficult questions, grow in my faith and explore the intersection of my faith with my area of study. 
However, even as a student who did not experience explicit abuse from Redeemer as other LGBTQ+ students have, the silence from the institution is loud. I grew up carrying the weight of constantly feeling the pressure to suppress this aspect of who I am and longed for Redeemer to be a space that allowed me to be free and simply breathe. My previous four years of high school had left me completely drained and exhausted from the misunderstanding and incredibly hurtful words and actions of my family regarding my orientation. I looked forward to this new space where I could further explore the intersections of my faith and sexuality more honestly and grow in a community that would hopefully allow me the safe space I needed through open and honest intellectual discussion. While I did have some professors and classmates who I knew were safe, Redeemer in general was never that space for me. It has been consistently communicated throughout my time at Redeemer that the wellbeing and voices of LGBTQ+ students are given significantly less weight than what is assumed the responses of donors and other students may be. As a Christian community we should always be asking ourselves whose voices are missing in our dialogues and seek them out. As a post-secondary institution, it is crucial that Redeemer is a safe space for exploring the many intersections of faith and other aspects of our lives and identities. To avoid conversations that may seem threatening and placing strict rules around the various beliefs of students denies an opportunity for intelligent discussion and learning from other people’s lived reality and perspectives that they have to offer. 
The words and actions, or lack thereof, from Redeemer as an institution, and from many staff, faculty and students speaks volumes to LGBTQ+ students. The many hateful and homophobic comments I listened to from students next to me in classes and overheard in the halls that usually went unchallenged will always be with me. Yet what will also be with me, which are the parts that made my time at Redeemer so rich and instrumental in my growth as a person and in my faith, were the gestures and comments of professors and students around me that communicated love and respect towards marginalized populations. Even when it was clear that a person came to different theological conclusions than I did, a safe and enriching space for learning was created when different faith journeys were acknowledged, heard, and respected. These moments spoken volumes and meant so much to me.
We exist, we are here, and I ask that decisions and policies be made that welcome LGBTQ+ students, staff and faculty into a community that protects and defends our wellbeing and fosters an environment in which we may all learn from each other; celebrating the diversity among us rather than silencing those on the margins. I pray that decisions may be made according to Christ’s vision for the Church and what community is meant to be as priority over any fears such as a loss of supporters or monetary resources. May Redeemer be a place of healing and grace that embodies Christ’s humility and radical hospitality; embracing the richness of diversity rather than fearing it as a threat.


19) Natalie Vander Veen
I attended Redeemer from 2011-2015. Intersectional feminist, ally to the LGBTQ2+ community. Pastor's kid. Christian School three-time champ. Left the church.
--------
A few weeks ago, my dad was asked to preach on the topic of homosexuality. Specifically, to denounce it from the pulpit. When he refused, a congregant drove to my parent's home and screamed at/cussed out my dad in his driveway. No neighbours came out to join the angry man, but none came out to interfere with the verbal violence either, as my dad stopped the congregant from coming any closer to the house. Redeemer may not be the angry man, screaming in the driveway, but it definitely is the silent neighbours hiding in their houses. 
The attitude of violence doesn't have to be pronounced to be felt. It runs like a current in every "hate the sin love the sinner." It stings in every tight lipped, silent, avoidance of the conversation. The subtle, silent arrows of insinuation often hurts more than an outright attack. Because when I have, and I know others have, spoken up in the past, the response often follows: "not all of us" or "we love the person as God does, but..." Or that "the worldview is under attack". It whispers silently that the comfort of the religious right is more important. 
My experience with church and Christians came to a head at Redeemer. The undercurrent of the culture says: you are either theologically "right" (right wing) or you are out. Or you are treated with silence. Whenever I attempted to bring who I was to "the table" I was (intersectional feminist, ally, sex positive) I faced silence. Or who I was, this big heart for people, for God, forever moving revelation, turned into a debate. Callously, the institution and the students often (and mostly ignorantly, as in, not knowing differently) turned deep wounds of those I love and support, into a topic for debate. "if you are going to be emotional and can't debate clearly, then it shows the other has won". 
All the same patriarchal, holier than thou, slow deconstruction of who I was and who those I deeply loved were as people. This was most prominent with discussing LGBTQ2 individuals and their rights. It rung of the same tactics perpetrators of abuse use, so that when the victim finally challenges them, the response often is "you're crazy". 
Redeemer was the strongest and most painful experience of silent and submersive deconstruction, for me, and for many of my friends. During my time there, I stopped going to church. When people ask me about RUC on a resume, I explain it away as a past experience before I had left church and organized religion behind. I have to say that I don't agree with their policies and perspectives, and the interviewer or coworker usually sighs in relief. 
I often say to my mom "I have no idea how you guys do it". And explain that it's just too tiring to fight against the bullshit anymore, only to be met with silence. I have an amazing community now outside the church, filled with LGBTQ2+ peoples, people of colour, people of many different beliefs. I can finally just *be* in community with qualifying or justifying to anyone else. I see a great therapist. I consider myself a "recovering Christian". I wish RUC students could experience all the richness and joy and freedom to BE, without the pain and recovery period and sadness. Without feeling like they have to choose to reform, or stay silent.



20) Yolisa de Jager-Ankobea
Hi everyone, 
Let me add my contribution as an ally. I will try to keep my words brief as first-voice stories and experiences should be prioritized. 
I graduated from RUC in 2005 and went on to complete a MA degree in Gender and Peace Building from the United Nations-mandated University for Peace. In this program, we devoted a significant time studying queer theory in the context of international relations, war and conflict, and peace building. We studied intersectional feminism and gender-based analysis. This content was extremely rich, providing an academic environment that compelled my colleagues and me to conduct critical analysis to deepen our understanding of our world. 
 This world that God has created is rich and good, with diversity of people including those who identify as LGBTQ2S+.  It is also a world that, due to sin, experiences pain from exclusion, oppression and violence. 
 Redeemer’s academic content lacked authentic engagement or knowledge of gender analysis, gender identity and expression, and queer theory. Courses that I took that aimed to address and explore queer theory came up short, presenting differing gender expressions and identity as a deviant and as a deviation. There was no safe or genuine discussion, in my experience, that even considered that this diversity in being, expression and sexual attraction was part of God’s creation and part of the Church of God. This is a shame. 
 Imagine how better our school could be if all people felt safe to be their true selves, and we could meaningfully engage in academics taking in and considering all perspectives. 
 After graduate school, I went on t work 11 years in the Violence Against Women and Homelessness sector. I continued to complete a graduate diploma at McMaster University and presently work as Project Manager in a policy/municipal government setting. 
In the real world, my friends and coworkers identify as Transmasculine, gay and lesbian. Within my family, I have relatives that identify as Bi. The clients who receive services in our programs are supported when we acknowledge them for who they identify to be, and have an open mind and empathy to understand the barriers and violence they face. The public policy we craft best serves our community when we delve into and understand the complexity and intersectionality of people's lives.
 RUC has an opportunity to transform their culture, open their minds and their hearts. I urge them to do so—for their students, their research and for the communities their graduates will impact. I want RUC to overcome this fear of change and evolve. I love this school. If I can help, let me! I am sure I am not alone with this desire to support and encourage Redeemer to choose a new perspective and approach. 
Yet, keeping with my political science roots, and acknowledging the capitalist nature of the society we live in… I am less inclined to donate unless this improves. Authentic discussion and a sober reflection of Redeemer’s impact on past and present students who identify as LGBTQ2S+, followed with commitment and action to be affirming and inclusive.  
	
	





21) Anonymous
This may seem a little ironic, but I hope the message I have to bring to the table comes through. I want this to be my love letter to Redeemer, because Redeemer has been the grounds upon which God has harrowed my old self and continues to bring on my new self with each passing year. 
I am going into my fourth year at Redeemer and if you had asked me when I was coming here in my first year what I thought my experience would be like, I could never have come up with the reality that I have lived through. I thought coming here would be a furthering of my academia, but it truly has been a renovation on my entire self. And yet with that renovation, something has changed that I didn’t think I needed to change. I knew I was gay, but my theology was “correct” in thinking that that was a sin and I either needed to be celibate or pursue a traditional marriage. But that changed. And that was unexpected.
 I’ve come now to a point where I have become fully affirming of the LGBTQ+ community. I also have reconciled the call to ministry and being gay myself. God bringing me to Redeemer put into motion the events and the intellectual ability to be able to re-evaluate what scripture has to say about homosexuality. 
I feel like the assumption from traditional standing Christians of people who have moved to a place of being affirming is that we have either A) thrown out scripture, or B) decided to ignore certain parts of scripture to allow for our assimilation into present day culture. Neither of these our true for my journey. I think after having taken a second look, (and by second look I mean studying, questioning, and praying very intently) I now have a greater appreciation of scripture, have come closer to God, and have come out with an affirming position. The head and the heart do not need to live in dichotomy, they can live fully integrated with one another because that’s how they’re truly meant to be. 
If it wasn’t for Redeemer and its people, then I would never have come to this place. So, in that, hear that I love this place, these people, and I think something is truly special about it all. But also hear this: This place is not a safe space for students who are LGBTQ+. I have been blessed that I have not been subject to any personal discrimination or hate, but having a policy in place that inherently discriminates against a people group produces problematic attitudes and assumptions about that people. There is a reason that this letter is anonymous. Fear. Fear that I will be asked to leave the school that I love dearly because of some fine print that says I must if I come out of the closet. To be my overly nerdy self, I want to leave you with the words of Yoda when warning against the dark side. “Fear leads to anger. Anger leads to hate.” To further illustrate this in 1 John 4 it says “There is no fear in love. But perfect love drives out fear” (vs. 18a). So maybe it should be the policy of Redeemer to sound the trumpets of love, and to cast away this policy that creates fear.

22) Mary Pepper
I’m a genderqueer and queer person and I was a student at Redeemer for two years (2010-2012). I came to RUC straight out of high school and lived on residence both years. While I was at RUC I was still closeted and had not yet admitted to myself that I was queer. I often lament that, had I attended a public university rather that RUC, I would have likely had the space to realize my gender and sexual identity sooner. I remember reading the student contract in my first year and being astonished that I was required to essentially sign over my sexual rights in order to live on campus. It felt scary and controlling and didn’t make me feel safe - keep in mind at the time I was holding a conservative evangelical sexual ethic! 
On the day in 2014 that I realized I was queer, one of the first memories that popped into my mind was the different moral contracts I had signed in my life that restricted me from things usually stated as “homosexual activity”. I tallied it up and it was a total of three times I had signed away my identity in the name of “moral Christian conduct” - the student contract at RUC was the first one like this that I ever signed. I was filled with so much shame at the memory of this. Shame that I had betrayed myself, shame that I had done something wrong just by existing as myself, shame that I had lied to the institutions which wrote those contracts, shame that my identity was no longer viewed as “right” in the eyes of these Christian institutions. 
I have done a lot of work in therapy to unpack that shame. It is an ongoing process. I’m now in a place in my life where I can see that I was under the influence of a religious system that seeks to control what it fears. Redeemer is a painful part of my past, but seeing that folks at RUC are working for change makes me feel seen. My hope for RUC is that it can come to realize the richness and beauty that LGBTQ+ folks of faith can offer and that it can raise up the voices of its LGBTQ+ students. I still remember that the theme in my first year at RUC was “You Belong Here.” The irony is not lost on me. 


23) Julia Stephen
I grew up in a rather conservative Christian family, I decided to attend Redeemer UC after a public education and a few years of bad bullying situations. as a teen I would parrot the explanations my parents gave me to fellow students about God and His view on the LGBTQ+ community. I still look back on those times and feel the deep need to apologize to many an individual soul for the words I let leave my mouth. In my first year at Redeemer I had the pleasure of living with some wonderful new students one who was struggling so incredibly hard with her sexuality going so far as to speak of it as a mental illness (I believe that was the view her community had given her previous to Redeemer) She experienced great depression and anxiety as well as self-harm that I can now clearly see was because she was desperately trying to get rid of such a huge part of who she was. Redeemer and the community we had no matter how wonderful to me did not present a welcoming environment for her, I am happy to say that despite her struggles in the two years she was at redeemer she is now true to herself and still so Deeply in love with God and His message of love! I absolutely wish I had the opportunity to be an Ally then, Over the years at Redeemer I found my place in the Theatre department and through those studies even though not LGBTQ+ specific I found my heart opening up and I was developing my own views and understanding of what God says in the Bible about His children. Moving on from Redeemer I was exposed to a wide variety of people and knew that what God wants is for us to love all of his creation, I questioned why so many people don't show that to their fellow humans. 
I feel with Redeemer so many are forced to keep who they are hidden and it is so dangerous, for their mental health and in general. I truly wish that Redeemer and the community that had been so welcoming to me would be presented as such for everyone on the spectrum. Mental health support, Recognition, a willing ear to listen to their truth and see through their eyes. In a way Redeemer helped me question the beliefs I was parenting from those who came before me and then I on my own developed the beliefs and thoughts I have now so I am indeed thankful to Redeemer for causing that questioning I just wish there was more in the way it presents its ideology and speaks about the LGBTQ+ community. 
I am still learning and I do believe I will be for the entirety of my life but I feel passionately for my Sisters and Brothers who are so marginalized within a Christian community. Let's fix that!


24) Anonymous
It is my hope and prayer that others like myself, who are strong in belief but do not have the answers to reconcile faith with sexuality will find community at Redeemer in the future. 

——————————————————-
Community; a unified body of individuals. People with common interests living in a particular area. A group of people with a common characteristic or interest living together within a larger society. 
Fellowship; companionship, company. A community of interest, activity, feeling or experience. A company of equals or friends. A quality or state of being comradely. 
These are two words commonly used throughout my faith life and especially at Redeemer. Fellowship of believers, communion of the saints, the RUC community. What an ideal thing to have in your life especially during your most formative years. University is a time to leave the comforts of your home, your family, your traditions, and choose your own way through life. I can only imagine how fervently parents pray for the future of their children in hopes that their foundation has been laid to achieve salvation. 
In this time of discovery would there be receptiveness to different types of thought? Would there be a company of likeminded individuals beside you to stand beside you and help you find your way? Or will you have to sign a policy bringing something to light in yourself that would cause you to live in fear for the next five years? 
How different life would be today if I had known. If only I had been privy to the plights of those before me, stories of which I am only just beginning to hear. If only I had known there was a community of people, of those like me who have felt exactly the same way in exactly the same place. How would I have grown and matured in my faith and confidence if I had known; that the man standing beside me in choir for years, whom I looked up to in so many ways, could relate to me in a way in which I have never related to anyone; that my favourite professor, to which I felt a strange sense of peace around, had a son who had years before felt dark in the same halls that I walked. 
So much fear. So many thoughts of being broken. So many attempts to try to be someone I was expected to be. So much distancing to protect myself and others around me. And all because I signed a piece of paper making me fear expulsion and therefore being outed before I even knew where I stood with regards to faith and sexuality. 
If I had thought there was a loophole for God’s love to be greater than my sin before I definitely got the message loud and clear when signing the policy in which I denounced my sexuality. 
Life during Redeemer was hard. I tried to pair up with a woman but couldn’t possibly bring myself to lie like that to another human being. I tried to find a community that accepted me so snuck away to gay bars and made friends outside of the school. I lived in fear going there, meeting new people, afraid to be seen, afraid to have someone catch me. In my ignorance I wound up in a situation where someone threatened to ruin me by telling RUC of my sexuality. Fortunately, there were those in the gay community that loved me and protected me, keeping me safe from that fear from becoming reality. But even with their support, that community was not my own, for my faith was not reflected there. 
So I threw myself into my work. I worked nearly full time while in university. My work became an excuse to distance myself, to withdraw in fear, to not go to church; as I could no longer see a place for me. I worked while I was an HA, and an RA, while I participated in choir for a couple years, and while I had a boyfriend, who hid himself from my daily life; coming to my choir concert and graduation with his mother while respectfully keeping their distance. But even he, with all of his kindness and understanding was not my fellowship for he did not share in my faith. 
After graduation I left. I moved across the county. Away from my family, away from Redeemer, away from my job, away from the gay community in Hamilton, and away from my ex boyfriend. 
Fast forward 9 years. 
I still do not have a church family. 
I have not been in a relationship. 
I have not told my family I am gay.
I have not reconciled my faith with my sexuality. 
I have continued to throw myself into my work. My work has continued to be my excuse.
It was not until just recently that I learned about others with same sex attraction who had been living their lives around me through my years at Redeemer.
Now at the age of 31, I may have found a community in which I feel that I belong. People with stories and experiences through their Christian walk. People who understand my upbringing, my foundation, and can perhaps guide me into a path of reconciliation. 
It is my hope that Redeemer will become a place where communities may be formed, fellowships may gather, and connections will be made during formative years of individual growth. A God centred institution that fosters bonds between believers; expelling only fears.



25) Bradley Cuzen
I can't add much to the very eloquent and heartfelt words that have already been said, but after thinking it over, I wanted to share briefly.
I was at Redeemer in the pre-internet age (grad '96), where the only resources on homosexuality available to me at the Redeemer library were either clinical (at best) or theological (at worst). I was in very deep denial about my sexuality, but had no real point of reference or positive role model(s) in society to help me through. All I really had was: "Love the sinner, hate the sin."
Redeemer served me as a hiding place. Because sexuality in general was a fairly taboo topic, I didn't have to address my struggles with guilt and shame because I was attracted to the same sex. It was a sin I thought I could pray away. But I also had no one to talk to - heck, I couldn't admit to myself that I was gay, barely even knew what the word meant, and certainly would have denied it if anyone had asked me directly.
I admitted my fears about being gay to one individual. The response was: "That's going to be really tough for you." It took me moving halfway across the world to finally come out, deal with the aftermath among friends and family, and leave the church behind.
I'm sad Redeemer finds acceptance and respect such a struggle. I never felt this when I was attending, because I didn't identify myself as one of 'those' people. But I am. And I'm happy. And I hope Redeemer can do the soul-searching needed to move forward.




26) Emily Kaldeway
My husband and I are both Redeemer alum. Our eldest child came out to us a trans 11 months ago. That propelled us along a journey of maturing in love far beyond what any academic discussion could ever have done. Thanks to God’s gracious love, He has taken us on a path after Redeemer that led us to this place. We would not have been able to offer same love and acceptance of Noah had this happened when we were at Redeemer or new alumni.

We are deeply grateful as a family for the road we have travelled since then. We have learned that God’s absolute priority is love. So that then is ours. And we unconditionally accept and love our son who is created for a purpose as he is. God doesn’t make mistakes!
In complete transparency, we have struggled with sharing with our Redeemer alum friends and CRC friends because we feared rejection of him. 

In encouragement, when I sat down with our little Presbyterian session to share this as an elder last year, the response was over whelming love and acceptance. Don’t give up hope that love will overcome fear! One person and relationship at a time, things will change. 
Until then, to alum from my time at RUC, know that you are loved and cherished by schoolmates you may have forgotten. And many of us have grown up and left our youthful arrogance behind. Please forgive me if there were ever words or actions that came from me that hurt or judged you in any way. I know better now, and promise to do better going forward.


Rainbow Report 2020
27) Frances Manias (A two-part reflection, November 2007 and August 2020)
Part One (November 2007)
I have always felt love from those in the Christian Church - from my Bible Club leaders, to my Sunday School teachers, to my friends in the church, to my youth leaders, and my pastors/clergy. Growing up, my life was very centered and focused – on me specifically.  As an outgoing person, I thrived on being around people and yet, I lived much of my life inside.  I was surprised (but not), when year’s later friends and family members alike would share that their experiences of me were like two very different people – almost black and white (so to speak).  Over the years the parts of me that I thought were not visible, were visible.  Not this part though: No one ever knew that I was attracted to women. I did not share it with anyone, I did not think about it, nor did I feel weighed down by it. It was a part of me. I didn’t act on those feeling/this attraction during the years I was growing up – I was too focused on me (my sports, my activities, my dreams and ambitions). Later on, after a lengthy relationship with a man (who was a wonderful friend), I married him (and did not give much thought to what I had felt for women prior to that). I did not struggle with this decision to get married. I did not feel like I was not being truthful or true to myself. I made the decision to get married to the person I felt God had called me to marry.   
It is important to note that I have recently recognized as the years went on, my drive and my ambitions (although I was striving to be God centered in all of what I did, and who I was), were creating in me some frustration, fear, perhaps even anger – all in place of where I just needed to love and to be loved. This ultimately affected my marriage. It is within my marriage therefore that I feel I failed – failed to truly love and failed to allow myself to be loved. This failure had ramifications that I still regret – the loss of a wonderful friend and his family, the hurt that was caused in the marriage ending, and more. It was not my feelings for another woman (nor my turmoil with my ‘homosexual thoughts’ – I didn’t have turmoil - those were just feelings that I chose not to acknowledge or act on) that caused my marriage to fail. 
I want to reiterate that I always felt loved as a member of the body of Christ. And, however, I recognize that I did not share with anyone the part of me that felt deeply different – my attraction to women. It was not until years later that I chose to acknowledge (and to share with others) my feelings for a woman that I had fallen in love with. At that time, I was married. And, I now recognize that at that time, I was in that place I described above.  My actions changed much of my life as I knew it – I chose to end my marriage, I chose to leave my place of work (a Christian institution that made it clear to me that I could not be in a relationship with a woman, and continue to work in that place) and I chose to leave my place of worship (because if I chose ‘the homosexual lifestyle’ I would be choosing sin over God). 
Several close Christian friends attempted to understand this ‘new’ part of me, yet, they also began to distance themselves to the point where we now have little if any contact. Other Christian friends embraced me and have shown me (and my partner) love and acceptance, because of their Christian faith (and perhaps in spite of their own disagreement with the place I am in ... I only suspect this part however, as they have not shared these words or thoughts with me).   
I (along with my partner) am an active participant in the Anglican Church. In the community of St. James Anglican Church here in Dundas, I am one of several individuals who are either in a same-sex partnership, or who are gay or lesbian individuals not in any partnership. Over the past few years I have been following discussions and recent ‘rulings’ on the topic of Same-Sex Blessings.  Much attention is being given to this topic, and much dialogue has resulted in a desire for those of the Anglican tradition to love as God has commanded them, and to seek to understand and to be attentive to God’s Spirit and God’s leading. I can confidently and thankfully say that I (as someone is a same-sex partnership) have been loved by the members of the St. James community since first attending that church. I am surrounded by many Christians who love with open arms and hearts.  Today, because of the love that I have experienced from these Christian brothers and sisters, my own understanding of who God is and of God’s love, is growing.   
Thank you, for allowing me to share just a little part of my story.
 Part Two (August 2020)
I wrote Part One in November of 2007 – 3 years and 4 months after leaving a seven-year period of employment at Redeemer University College (which I attended and graduated from: 1993-1996). A friend (who was a Pastor) had asked me to help him gain some insights into my life. Looking back, 13 years later, I am so very glad that I took the time to write those thoughts.
 Much has changed in my life since. I’m still with the same woman that I fell in love with back in 2004, and in the last few years we’ve stepped away from our church community.
 The pieces that are perhaps still unsettling for me are those that are associated with my time, and my relationship with Redeemer University College.
Out of self-preservation, and to keep me from harming myself, I had to dissociate and put myself in a position of strength and one to help me overcome and not be overcome.
In a nutshell, when I came out (I don’t use this terminology often), I was working at Redeemer and I was married to a man. I was in what I considered a career that was growing and that had opportunity for me to use all of my gifts and talents. I had a church, family, friends, home, pets and life that I was so very thankful for.
I lost everything.
I gained shame, pain, hurt and fear.
I was told that my (perceived) “lifestyle choice” was contrary to the values and conduct of Redeemer (and that ‘I had signed a document upon my employment 7 years earlier that was effectively now grounds for my dismissal).  
I was told I needed to make a “decision”.
On the lifestyle comment, I distinctly recall responding, “This is NOT a lifestyle. This is MY LIFE!!”
I chose to leave Redeemer. 
And yes, I knew that I was being wrongfully dismissed. But the two things that kept me from (pardon my French) “suing their asses”, were preserving my wellbeing and my genuine love for the institution and all that we had mutually accomplished over a ten-year period.
So here we are. 16 years later.
This is not about me. 
(I am ok – actually I’m great!)
This is for those are struggling, who feel shame, pain, hurt and fear.
This is also for those who think that we don’t exist – especially at Redeemer.
We exist.
We are real.
This has happened at your (and my) beloved institution – my Alma Mater. 
And, I am guessing that it happened before me, and has happened since.
I gave myself wholeheartedly to Redeemer – a place where I was called to be as both a student, and staff member for a decade of my life.
My fingerprints are all over the Redeemer Department of Athletics – to this day!
I also have no doubt that many have tried to erase me from the walls and halls of the institution, athletic department, the gymnasium and the weight room – and for them, I am sorry. 
Yet, for those with ears to hear, my prayer is for a willingness to acknowledge, a the empathy to understand and for love to prevail.
There is work to be done. It starts with listening and being open.
I’m sorry it took me so long to feel like I could share this. But I am here now and am so proud to stand with those willing to do the work.
Frances Manias
(Class of ’96) (Athletic Coordinator, Department of Athletics 1997-2004)


28) Anonymous
I am a Redeemer alumnus and I am bisexual. My sexual orientation had been a question for me since grade 8, but it was not until first year of university that I put a name to my attractions. 
I had a great time at Redeemer. I felt loved and supported by so many people, but I mourn for those who did not have the same experience that I did. I know I had a much different experienced because I am still closeted. I am still closeted because I am in a hetero relationship (they know my orientation), I fear what my family would say and do, and I am studying to become a minister in the Christian Reformed Church. 
At this point I believe it would do more harm than good to come out. I believe that by simply being an ally I can promote positive change in the church that I love so much, rather than being out and risking my career. I pray for change in the Christian Reformed church and for change at Redeemer, but I know it will be a long, hard battle. I write this anonymously to protect myself and my work, but also to tell you that we are here in the Christian Reformed Church and we will inspire change.


29) Olivia Schultz
Thank you for this space that has been created to feel known and seen, amongst the shame that came be carried through Redeemer culture/ evangelical purity culture. I graduated Redeemer technically in 2018, but I didn't go to the graduation. It is important to note that I was a commuter, so some of you may not know me as well. Interestingly, I got connected enough to feel so much heaviness and shame. 
I transferred to Redeemer from the University of Ottawa because I was keen on learning about "international development" and "gender issues" from a Christian perspective. I quickly realized upon coming to Redeemer, that my passion for feminism was not okay (though I now recognize there were people there that were intersectional feminists, or trying to be allied, but it was silenced). Although I loved learning about international development, it was so hard for me to find accurate things on gender and sexuality. I am so thankful for Deanne Van Tol, who taught me a class on 'Gender and Empire'. In her, I found a feminist ally.

I never really dated before Redeemer, and I had completely renounced my sexuality when I was younger. I really bought into the enchantment of "if you remain pure, you will find a godly man who God has set out for you". My parents had a really awful relationship, and I did not want that. I believed this would save me from ending up with someone who would disrespect me. I was definitely directed towards heteronormative patriarchal marriage.

So in a lot of ways, to remain pure I dissociated from my body and my sexuality. I also have had some significant spinal deformities and surgeries, which I think contributed to distancing to my body as "beautiful". So from purity culture, and disabilities, I barely felt in my body, ever. It was always threatening. Especially as I walked through the halls of Redeemer and was chastised when I interacted with any male individuals, for "leading them on". I was also sexually assaulted between my third and my fourth year. I tried to tell a Redeemer friend about it, and she said it was my fault for putting myself in that situation. I didn't tell anyone else for a long time because I did believe it was my fault, and I felt so dirty. This was a problem for me a lot at Redeemer, always being linked to someone who was too flirty and 'wanted the attention?', or at least, that's what I felt when people would 'call me out in love about it'.

I always found this weird, because I am someone who thrives when I love widely, and because I felt disconnected from my sexuality and romance, I didn't feel like talking to males was stepping over the line. But due to being shamed, I had to start policing myself, and that was detrimental to me and a lot of friendships I had at the time.

I dated a cis-man while I was at Redeemer, and because of the way I had been oriented (dating for the sake of marriage), I was prepared to marry him. Halfway through dating, he began to tell me a lot of my "desires" are wrong; that I need to submit and take up my place as a "woman" in the church. Though, I have never felt like I "fit" that role. Ever. We dated for almost eight months, and it really wrecked me. I felt like I was learning that I couldn't trust myself, and that I had to be anti-LGTBQIA+, anti-women in leadership, happier, more prayerful, spend more time reading John Piper, to understand that my view of the Bible was fundamentally wrong, especially because I am a woman. Leaving that relationship, messing up my purity, being chastized for who I spoke to, thrusted me into deep isolation and depression. I took courses online through Athabasca because I couldn't stand walking through Redeemer halls and having "fluffy conversations about faith" while individuals shamed women, LGTBQIA+, instead of actually trying to do what Jesus said; to love. I didn't even attend my own graduation.

After I left Redeemer, my family life unfolded; it came out that there had been abuse and infidelity in my household that I saw, but I wasn't prepared to understand what it was by my Christian upbringing. Especially because my dad was an esteemed Christian missionary. When I tried to seek help in my Redeemer friends or Christian colleagues, a lot of them told me and my mom to forgive and move on. It was awful and incredibly gaslighting. I have struggled with deep deep depression and fibromyalgia for years. I think it is only recent that the depression is lightning a little, and I feel a little more "me" [image: 🙂]. It feels nice.

I started dating a non-Christian while living with some Redeemer people, and he is so lovely, but because he wasn't Christian, and because of sin, I was advised against this. Deeper shame, deeper isolation. Nowhere felt safe for me anymore. I began to read books about purity culture and could not believe that my experience was systemic. It was both affirming and terrifying at the same time. I am sure many of you relate.

I have since moved to Montreal to study evangelicalism/purity culture/Josh Harris/ intersectional feminism; how purity culture and harmful doctrines continue to be perpetuated in earnest (Christian) bodies, even though there is research that demonstrates the violence these teachings place on women, people of colour, and the LGTBQIA+. I have come to realize, that I am an asexual/demisexual polyamorous, an individual who cannot exist within the confines of monogamy, because I am someone who loves widely and deeply. I feel that humans have more love in our hearts than we realize, and there are so many limits that stop us from being able to love more people widely. My love for one person, does not infringe on my love for others. 

However, I have come to realize that I don't experience a lot of sexual attraction to bodies, ever. For me, I have always cared more for the soul and the intimacy and romance than sex, to which I have begun to identify as asexual, too. Asexual individuals do enjoy having partnerships, and even some of them may be sexual. I do have a partner right now, and they have been really really understanding in this whole process. But it took me being in an intersectional/ queer/ feminist academic environment to FINALLY have the space to recognize this.

I have been scared and ashamed of sharing myself with people for so long. But I'm not anymore. Through my research, books, and groups like these, I recognize that us standing up and saying "we exist" is so incredible important. Especially alongside other movements like black lives matter. I am also learning about how insidiously racialized tropes like "Jezebel" affect black women and people of colour in a way that my purity experience will never understand. Purity culture and anti-LGTBQIA+ polices in Redeemer, and broader evangelical institutions continue to oppress not only all of us in this group, but people of colour disproportionately, for how much more "deviant" their sexualities are seen to be.

I'm glad to be a part of this community, and glad to share my story with you all. There is an academic scholar, Sara Ahmed, a queer woman of colour, who speaks of how we are all "oriented" towards certain destinies, a path we are all guided towards (heteronormative monogamous marriage, in this case). By some individuals deviating off the path and creating new paths, it creates pathways for others to deviate off of. This group has now done this for many of us, and I hope it will have ripple effects for many more students who do not feel associated/home/safe in their bodies and sexualities.


30) Dr. Eric Windhorst

Dear President Graham,

I am a Redeemer alumnus ('07) and former adjunct professor at Redeemer (I taught geography and environmental studies courses from '14 to '20.) I am a Registered Psychotherapist in Ontario. I am also a straight, cisgender, man.

This past spring, I decided to let go of my part-time teaching position at Redeemer. While not the only factor driving my decision to leave, several of Redeemer's policies -- including their position(s) re: lifestyle; gender and sexuality -- were regular sources of tension in my relationship with the institution.

I justified my association with Redeemer during my teaching tenure (to myself and to several respected others, including guest speakers from the community who I often had to convince to come to my classes) by pointing to the many good things that Redeemer does (and has done) in the Hamilton community and wider world. 

Despite these good works, when it comes to its treatment of LGBTQ+ community members, Redeemer has failed -- and continues to fail -- terribly. 

Redeemer remains adamantly committed to a religious ideology which not only actively discriminates against LGBTQ+ individuals -- it also cultivates a campus culture of prejudice and fear. Why does Redeemer choose to adhere to an interpretation of scripture which causes so much hurt, when other more graceful interpretations of scripture are possible? 

As a psychotherapist, I have worked with several LGBTQ+ individuals who have suffered deep religious trauma at the (supposedly well-intentioned) hands of close-minded Christian communities. I can no longer associate with or support an institution like Redeemer which chooses their ideology over love.

Redeemer will eventually have to come to terms with its shadow and own up to the hurt it has inflicted on already vulnerable/marginalized groups and individuals. Hasn't enough damage been done?

I am left with several questions: 
What role do conservative financial donors play in maintaining Redeemer's discriminatory policies?

Is Redeemer committed to following in the way of Christ or to adhering to a historically situated religious ideology? 

When will the Redeemer administration be willing to truly listen and learn and change?


Sincerely,
Eric Windhorst, PhD, RP




31) David van Belle

14 August, 2020
Dear President Graham,

I’m writing today to ask you to reconsider Redeemer’s lifestyle policies as they concern non-heterosexual relationships. I’m an alumnus (’93), a former staff member, and the child of a former Redeemer professor. As such I’ve had a deep relationship with the Redeemer community and the organization over many years.

I’m a straight man who never ran into direct conflict with Redeemer’s lifestyle policies concerning sexual relationships. But so many of my dear friends did. I know you’re aware of the Rainbow Report, and I’m assuming you’ve read the many stories of deep pain and loneliness that these students experienced, as well as the damage Redeemer’s lifestyle policies inflicted on them. Many of them are still in the process of healing years later.

I also want to tell you about my roommate, who, despite the rhetoric of Redeemer being a community of love, needed to move out of the country in order to acknowledge that he is gay. He and his husband of fifteen years are dear friends. I apologized to him a while back for not providing him with the space to be who he truly was during our Redeemer years. There is a deep divide between what Redeemer says and what it does in regard to students like him.
Yes, you can say, if you don’t agree with Redeemer’s policies you shouldn’t go to Redeemer. But I want you to think about the student coming from, say, LDCSS, who’s never been in an environment where questioning their sexuality would even be possible. In my years there was a great amount of pressure put on students from CRC backgrounds to enter Redeemer—it was just what one did. Being away from home for the first time provides the opportunity for a student like this to explore who they are, including their sexuality. But this awakening happens in a place where sexual identities other than heterosexual are condemned. Again, there’s lots of rhetoric about love in your policies, but that rings hollow when I hear about the experiences of LGBTQ+ students at Redeemer. These students are in agony in your institution, told that the way God made them is sinful.

President Graham, it is your responsibility to address this.
I’m asking you to do a few specific things:

1. Please re-read the Rainbow report with an open heart. Listen to these stories, take them seriously. These are the reports of hurting people, and they are real.

2. Consider and model the example of Jesus Christ in recognizing the humanity and experiences of LGBTQ+ students and alumni. Christ repeatedly rejected the legalism of the Pharisees throughout his ministry, choosing instead to build a new law of love.

3. Bring concrete change to Redeemer’s lifestyle policies, accepting that a truly open Christian university, as a place of learning and inquiry, embraces a variety of perspectives on an issue within the context of Christian faith. Recognize that what you call ‘biblical’ or ‘a Reformed perspective’ is very often a coded means of justifying fear of difference. In so many issues, but particularly in LGBTQ+ issues, students and alumni are presented with an “either or”—either you are LGBTQ+ identifying or you are a Christian. This is a false dichotomy—I know of so many people of faith who embrace who they are both in terms of gender and sexuality, and live beautiful lives of faith, love and service within other Christian contexts. Let there be room for difference at Redeemer.

Thank you for your consideration. As part of the Redeemer community I would appreciate a response from your office.

Sincerely,
David van Belle
Edmonton, AB
Class of 1993



32) Anonymous

I am a Redeemer student, and I am a lesbian.

Though those are just two labels I live under, at my core, I am a human, knit by God. Created with passion and purpose that I love to share. A child, designed to bring glory to my Lord by living an authentic life of love.

Unfortunately, that is something I cannot do in my current position. I live, work, and study at an institution that has turned my opening statement from a clear description of myself to an either-or choice. I can be a Redeemer student, or I can be a lesbian, not both. At this time, I believe that it is important for me to note, personally, that I have never had to choose between being a Christian and being a lesbian. In my life, and also those around me, those two labels coincide completely. Redeemer, as a committed Christian community, should function the same within my life, but I can tell you honestly, like many other queer students, that it does not.

As a student, I have had the same wonderful experience as most of my peers, except that I live in fear every day. Worried that I may misspeak and out myself, or someone will confront me for a queer stereotype, or some other horrible possibility.

In my time at Redeemer, I have learned what it is like to thrive. I have built friendships that I hope will last a lifetime. I have pursued an education that I will use as a foundation. I have worked and volunteered on campus. I have been a part of clubs and extracurriculars. I have built mentoring relationships with our amazing profs. I have had a fantastic Redeemer experience, but I have also had a few low points in my time here.

I took Social Philosophy, where we talked about the ethics of the LGBTQ+ community, and in those classes I sat silent, paralyzed with fear, as I heard my classmates and friends speak about people like me with disgust. I listened while people unknowingly described me as an unnatural abomination. For a community built on love, my peers did not show it in that class. For an educational environment, I could not learn in this class as I had to spend every molecule of my energy on ensuring my emotions were concealed.

Another time, during a respectful debate in a different class, about potential future marriages, I misspoke and referred to my future spouse as a woman. As soon as I said it, I realized the danger I had just put myself in. When I looked up at the rest of my discussion group I saw the colour drain from their faces and the look of unease fill them. The debate ended then, and I could tell everyone felt uncomfortable. I did not attend the next class, as I was afraid of possible retaliation. Then for the rest of that semester, and even when I saw those students in the hall, I felt fearful; because they knew my secret.

Those are just two examples of times that I have felt uncomfortable on campus, there have been many other instances. Although in my experiences at Redeemer, the good outweighs the bad, there is still bad.

The bottom line is that Redeemer’s queer students are here, whether the school rules approve of us or not, we are here. We are in your classes, small groups, and chapel services. We are here, and we deserve to be shown the same love and respect as all straight and cisgender students.



33) Testimony of Experience - Cassidy Proctor

Redeemer was, to use the common metaphor, a beautiful place to be planted. As an anxious, depressed teenager, the school was a safe, small, lovely place to be, where I hoped to find community, support, to explore my faith, and to start to figure out who I was. Though I spent most of the first term trying to avoid social interaction with my peers, their kindness and encouragement helped me to find the bravery to let people in and ask for help when I needed it.
By the end of my first year, I had friends, independence, and a beautiful campus to call home. I will always be grateful to Redeemer for the friends and encouragement that I needed to begin my journey into adulthood, and for the Honours English degree that has given me the skills to express myself fully here. I lived and worked at Redeemer for four years, doing my best adapt and become an acceptable part of the community. Then, in my fourth year, living off campus, I was finally able to admit to myself that I was, and had been for some time, in love with a girl.
Being a fourth year living off-campus who already knew being queer was absolutely valid, my story is not a dramatic one. What's more, I was a white, straight-passing woman in a culture that supports girls living in close proximity, holding hands and hugging and all sharing one love seat for a movie night, so I was not in danger of being outed because my behaviour fell outside the norm. I was and am extremely privileged. I had been lucky enough to have had many queer friends by this point, and to be involved with many hobby communities where 2SLGBTQIA+ folks were highly represented, which meant I was spared the self-loathing so many queer folks experience in communities where being anything other than straight and cisgender is to be broken.
As I worked through this revelation, I told no one at Redeemer, having seen firsthand how people who mentioned even the consideration of their sexuality were responded to. They were largely socially outcast, told they would be prayed for, or given the classic advice straight out of the lyrics to The Book of Mormon: "I think it's okay that you're having gay thoughts, just so long as you never act upon them".
If you're reading this and are not queer, I don't know if you can fully understand what it's like to have a person politely tell you that they will pray for you to become less yourself. That you and your partner are acceptable only so long as you choose not express your love for one another, especially in a community where the primary topic of conversation is about love and relationships and marriage.
I'm grateful to say that I'm now, three years since graduation, in a wonderful place, surrounded by people who love me deeply for all of me, and encourage me to be better, healthier, more true versions of myself every day. It's still a slow process, reminding myself that I actually do have the space and right to choose who I am and who I want to become, but I'm working on undoing negative thought patterns and assumptions I developed, trying to grow in a narrow bottle that didn't fit.
In honesty, my expectation for change at an administrative level at Redeemer is low. I have been a part of western, white Christian culture since birth, and I know the threat queerness is to old, established ways of being. Much of Redeemer's culture is built on sturdy, defined walls, differentiating what is Good from what is Bad. To say that maybe queer people are beautiful and unique and good and loved and brave and absolutely wonderful would be to allow a gray area, and the existence of one gray area means EVERYTHING might be a gray area, and that would mean many things. It would mean that we don't have all the answers. It would mean we have been wrong, and that we are likely wrong about so many more things. It means we would have to have uncomfortable conversations, and admit we are so much less smart, right, and holy than we believe. And in a culture so often lead by cishet white men, a loss of power, pride and prestige is too great a threat to consider.
[bookmark: _GoBack]But changing things at an administrative level is not why I wanted to add my voice to this project. My hope is that every person who reads this; every student, every alumnus, every prospective student, every staff member, every person on the faculty, each person who engages with this piece in any way, will know there is a place for them to be all that they are. The truth that whispers in your heart that says you're different isn't evil or wrong or temptation, and there are people who want you to be everything you've dreamed of. Gender identity, gender expression, sexual and romantic orientation, whether your interest in romance or sex is off the charts or not something you experience, your life goals, beliefs, interests, fashion...none of who you are makes you less than anyone who fits the Redeemer or larger Western Christian ideal. You don't need to defend who you are. You and every person around you deserves to be who you are, to be called by the name and pronouns that are yours, to love who you love recklessly, and to love yourself even more. And if you are part of the Redeemer community right now, and you know it is not safe for you to be outwardly who you are, know you are not a coward or a liar for presenting in a way that keeps you safe, and know that you are still absolutely who you are.
I need you to know that you are and will be loved. Really, truly. Not as a heroic act of sacrifice on the part of anyone else to overlook parts of you or to put up with you, but loved entirely for everything you are. If you don't fit where you are right now, know there is a world outside of Redeemer, and you will find your place and your people in it. Please don't let anyone, regardless of their place or power, make you feel broken or wrong or anything less than beautiful. The world needs your strength and creativity and authenticity. There is hope. You are going to be so happy and so authentically you, and you will love and be loved. I promise.


34) Christina Hurn-Morrison

Dear Redeemer University’s President’s Council and Student Council, 

I write to you as a former Redeemer University grad, I attended Redeemer between 2011-2015. I grew up in a very evangelical and charismatic church. Purity culture was often at the centre of my faith, and wanting full heartedly to serve God, I thought that living out my Christian faith meant abstaining from pre-marital sex, or same-sex relationships. When I signed my student contract, I had still not come to terms with the fact that I am bi-sexual, and I didn’t have much hesitation. I wanted to be a “good Christian” - and that meant following the rules. 

Between my second and third year at Redeemer, I was sexually assaulted. I had gone on a date, and had a couple of drinks. When my date started making advances on me, I didn’t know how to turn them down. I didn’t know how to get out of that situation. I didn’t know how to leave. In fight or flight, I froze, and my attacker continued despite my tears and clear discomfort. That is how I “lost” my virginity, and at the time, I felt I lost my innocence.
 
The encounter caused me to take a deeper look at what I had always learned about sex and sexuality. I didn’t even realize I was raped, until I learned about consent. I carried the blame of my sexual assault because I thought, I shouldn’t have dressed nice, I shouldn’t have had a drink, I shouldn’t have gotten myself into a bad situation. That summer, I went to a Christian conference, and decided to attend a workshop on sex, expecting to feel waves of guilt and shame. I was pleasantly surprised when instead of abstinence being preached, an open and loving and accepting conversation evolved around consent and LGBTQ2s+ folks. For the first time ever, I heard Christians talking about sexuality, not as an evil thing (or only good for straight/married people).

In my third year, I finally found an ounce of space to look at my sexuality. I finally admitted to myself for the first time that I was bi. I really struggled. I thought that I couldn’t be a Christian anymore. My ENTIRE life and community, and mission, everything I was, was about being a follower of Christ. If I couldn’t be a Christian anymore, or, if I left the church, I would lose everything. I would lose my family, my friends, my supports, my identity. I had no framework of how to exist outside of a Reformed or Evangelical theology. Everything I believed about the world, came from a Christian perspective, and when that Christian perspective failed me, I fell into a deep depression. So, I decided to suppress my bisexuality, I was deeply afraid of the ramifications. I wasn't ready to lose everything.

Redeemer’s policy on LGBTQ issues was killing me. I self-harmed regularly. I went to counselling, but didn’t feel safe enough to come out and therefore the counselling was not helpful. Because many others were also closeted at Redeemer, I felt completely alone. I wanted to be dead, because I could not live up to that policy or Reformed doctrine.

Post-graduation, I found myself surrounded by other Christians asking the same questions, and feeling completely lost. I wasn't alone in my questioning of how the church treats LGBTQ2s+ folks (or other things, like cultural genocide, structural racism, etc). Through months of sleepless nights, I eventually found a quiet acceptance with who I am. I found that God made me this way. I remember saying "I am bi" out loud for the first time, and the immediate freedom and love and peace that I felt. Maybe that makes you uncomfortable, and doesn't fit into your theology, but I am pleading with you to listen. 

Challenge your theology. This isn’t an issue of freedom of religion or beliefs. This is a HUMAN RIGHTS issue. Placing restrictions on people’s sexuality is a violation of human rights, “it is unlawful to make any distinction of people’s rights based on the fact that they are lesbian, gay, bisexual or transgender (LGBT), just as it is unlawful to do so based on skin color, race, sex, religion or any other status” (https://www.unfe.org/wp-content/uploads/2017/05/International-Human-Rights-Law.pdf). These human rights violations include:
- Discriminatory criminal laws, often used to harass and punish LGBT people, including laws criminalizing consensual same-sex relationships, which violate rights to privacy and to freedom from discrimination. 
- Discriminatory treatment, which can take place in a range of everyday settings, including workplaces, schools, family homes and hospitals. Without national laws prohibiting discrimination by third parties on grounds of sexual orientation and gender identity, such discriminatory treatment continues unchecked, leaving little recourse to those affected. In this context, lack of legal recognition of same-sex relationships or of a person’s gender identity can also have a discriminatory impact on many LGBT individuals.
(https://www.unfe.org/wp-content/uploads/2017/05/International-Human-Rights-Law.pdf).

Had I come out while at Redeemer, would I have been punished, or asked to leave the University? Had I engaged openly with a same sex relationship, would my presence at Redeemer be valued or accepted? If I was LEGALLY married to another woman, would Redeemer refuse to continue to educate me, an education that I paid far too much money for? Would you refuse to see my marriage as a marriage? 

Think about what you are asking people to do. I am pleading with you, please, have empathy. This is not going to go away. This is not going to disappear. Put aside Reformed tradition and religion for a minute, put aside what you think scripture is saying, and listen to Jesus. Because the Jesus I know, loves LGBTQ2s+ folks, and the sex workers, and the homeless, and the prisoned, and the naked, and the hungry, the addicted. This is not to imply that LGBTQ2s+ folks are "broken" because of their sexuality, that are NOT, but they are often pushed to the outskirts of Christian culture and doctrine. That is scripture. That is truth. 

If you need context or information on how to be affirming and accepting, look at other traditions - like the Anglican Church or the United Church. My theology, and the way I read scripture, does not see homosexuality as a sin. It does see rape as a sin, and oppression of people based on their identity as a sin. Reformed theology, like anything created by humans, is fallible. Our understanding of scripture is fallible. Do not let that fallibility continue to oppress the vulnerable people in our community. 




35) Ellen Van Giessen
“Love the sinner, hate the sin” is something that I grew up hearing. I was raised in the Christian Reformed Church, with a father who was a pastor within the denomination. I went to Redeemer University from September 2007- January 2010. That phrase, “love the sinner, hate the sin” was frequently repeated and heard often at Redeemer University College. From a young age, I knew that I was gay, but the culture in the CRC church and the rhetoric of the organization cemented into me that it was wrong and damaging to be authentically LGBTQ. As I stated, my father was a pastor in the CRC church, and so I grew up with CRC religious values and opinions. I went to private Christian schools my entire life, and when I decided to go to university, Redeemer seemed to fit perfectly. I had several classmates and friends who were going to attend as well, so I felt that it would be a safe and accepting school. Before I was admitted, I signed a contract that students were not allowed to engage in certain behaviours, one of which was living a “homosexual lifestyle”. For me, at 18, terrified and closeted, that seemed reasonable, — possibly because I had never been able to speak to anyone who was going through what I was dealing with. I knew no one who was out, only “ex-gays” who were generally unhappy and felt they couldn’t live their lives authentically. 

It soon became clear to me that Redeemer was not a safe place for LGBTQ students. I was repeatedly reminded of this by classmates and peers who spoke loudly and proudly of “loving the sinner, not the sin...” In their view, I am a person who could find acceptance and comfort in the church, but the “sin” of homosexuality is not permitted and frowned upon. I had one class where we debated certain topics, and I remember the fear and terror I felt when only one other person in a class of over 30 students stood for LGBTQ marriage equality. Though the professor ultimately sided with us for the matter of the debate, the fear in being singled out was overwhelming. When I was at Redeemer, I felt that there was constantly a target on my back, that I knew I had to hide. Over my years at Redeemer, the target became more and more difficult to keep hidden. The environment at Redeemer was extremely damaging to me as a person, and, I’m sure, to many other LGBTQ people who wanted to keep their faith while also living authentically. I never met another LGBTQ person of faith at the school, or within the CRC church. I felt very alone, and dealt with a lot of self-hatred. 

When I started to meet other LGBTQ people outside of the school and church, I began the hard struggle of being honest with myself and I came out. When I did so, I went to the chaplain of the school to speak about what my life at the school would be like. I won’t speak too much about the specifics of what he said to me but afterwards I felt as though I no longer had a place at Redeemer. I felt as if I was given an ultimatum. Live a lie and stay at Redeemer, or leave and be authentic to myself. I sat in my pain and hurt for a while, going about the motions of getting my education. Ultimately, however, I decided to leave Redeemer when my mental health declined and I developed suicidal thoughts. When I left, I came out to several friends I had made at Redeemer, and I was instantly barraged with hateful, hurtful comments about my faith, and my identity. I was no longer just Ellen, the pastors kid, goofball, the loyal friend; I was Ellen the lesbian. They spoke the voice of judgment I had heard at the school, and it further affirmed for me that Redeemer is an unsafe and dangerous environment for its students and faculty. 

There is a piece of me that will always feel sadness for the loss of my friends, and my years of education at Redeemer. I wanted it to be a safe place, where I could stay within the church while receiving an education. Instead, the religious trauma that extended throughout the CRC, and especially my experience at Redeemer has cost me my faith. I no longer want to be a part of the faith community. There is a loss there for me, because over my younger years, it was a place of comfort and love. Now I only feel betrayal and pain when I think of stepping into any church. The religious trauma I have faced around my sexual orientation betrayed any sense of belonging or connection to any organized Christian religious denominations. Losing that safety and love have left a hole in me. Sadly, it has also led me to a lot of anger, resentment and frustration with the church, and Christianity in general. I cannot support people who say that they love everyone unconditional in God’s name, but turn their backs on those people who they see as being not worthy of that love. I wish I could be forgiving and move past this anger and resentment like so many LGBTQ alumni and students have, but I know without any doubt that my faith is gone, and that it will never come back. My experience at Redeemer was the main tipping point for me, as I am sure it was for many others. 

My life and my experience don’t have an agenda, except maybe as a way to reach out to other students and survivors of the school who are feeling alone or lost. I know it would have meant the world to me to hear someone's experience, to hear that it does get better and that being authentic to your identity is brave and truly beautiful in or out of the school or the Christian Reformed Church in general. I have come out the other side with a beautiful genderqueer person, who reminds me every day that I am loved and free to be who I am. To those who are feeling alone, know you are loved. Love freely and openly, and know that you always have allies in faith and in life, and ultimately that your resilience and identity are powerful and beautiful. 



36) JoyAnna Bodini
When I first discovered the community that put together the first iteration of the Rainbow Report, I was overwhelmed. I had been searching for a space of love and acceptance such as this for years. I had been praying that members of the Redeemer community who identify as part of the queer community, that they would find a space where they can be open and vulnerable without fear of judgement. For a while now I've felt a call to create space for others to tell their stories. A space of love and acceptance. And that is what I am calling on Redeemer to do now. To create, and to be, a space of love and acceptance for all. 
When I was in my third year at Redeemer I took a course which contained a lecture on sex, sexual relationships, and LGBT youth. I knew this lecture was coming, and I was excited to be able to discuss a topic that I struggled with where I stood. I was excited to be able to ask questions and discover what my professor, an ordained minister, thought. I thought that I would be able to engage in meaningful conversation about a topic that was often pushed under the rug. Instead, I sat through 75 minutes of class, cringing the entire time. I became increasingly frustrated with how the material was presented. There were several times that I almost packed everything up and walked out of class. I stopped taking notes because the material presented felt so wrong. I have been told my entire life to love others, and that because Christ loved us we are to love. The greatest commandment is LOVE. The lecture and exam left no room for this love that I had been taught my entire life. There was only room for judgement and criticism. I walked into that exam with three pens and a bucket full of rage. I responded to the question about my stance on homosexuality with as much candor and kindness as I could. I stated that every person on this earth, no matter who they are, what they believe, or what they spend their free time doing, is created in the image of God and beloved of God. 
Over the past year that this report has come out, and since the CBC article published about Redeemer’s policy I have had a lot of time to think. Ever since I took that course in third year all I have wanted from Redeemer was to open up a discussion for their students, alumni, and broader community. I want a space to be able to ask questions. And not only LGBTQ+ questions, but all questions. I want to be able to discuss abortion, rape, pre-marital sex, relationships, and every other thing under the sun in a Christian academic setting. Is this not the point of a Christian institution of higher learning? 
I chose Redeemer because I wanted a Christian education. I wanted to learn from a Christian perspective. But I was not able to ask the questions I had, instead I had to find answers elsewhere. While rewriting this piece for the revised version of the Rainbow Report, I thought at length of whether I would like my name to stay connected to my words. And after much thought and prayer, I would ask that my name stay connected with my words. I am proud to be an ally. I am proud to stand with my gay, lesbian, bisexual, pansexual, trans, and queer friends. I am not ashamed to walk with my friends in their journeys, whatever their journey may be. I am continually in awe of their strength and courage. As someone who plans on entering ministry, I pray that I can make an impact on those I interact with, so no one ever has to create another document like this one. 
Redeemer prides itself on being an institution where faculty and staff know your name and the stories of their students. They advertise themselves as an institution that cares. The response to criticism of their policies has been as far from caring and knowing the stories of their students as it could be. What I asked last summer, and what I ask again now is that the faculty and staff at Redeemer open their eyes to the words gathered from this page. I pray that your heart breaks while reading the stories of students who have been hurt and mistreated while belonging to a community that preaches love and acceptance. I ask that you open your hearts and minds to the individuals walking among you, the students that sit in your classes, walk into your offices, and cross paths with you every day. I pray that there may be space created where discussions can happen. I pray that you would remember the students who have spoken up about how they are scared to speak up in this space. 


37.) Adrianna Baker
I graduated Redeemer in 2014 and came out to a few close friends a year after. It took me years to come to terms with and understand my sexual orientation due to the reformed education and community I was raised in. It just wasn’t something that was up for discussion, and many never challenged the presuppositions they had toward the subject. It wasn’t until I moved to England after school, fell in love, and returned home that I was able to be open as to who I was and who I love. Seeing the article raised a lot of frustration and hurt and I felt called to action. 



38. Anonymous

The international gay student experience. 

I came out last year because the pretending was killing me. That I could not hold out anymore came as a surprise. After all, it was in Redeemer that I double-majored with distinction in pretending; Theatre Arts and English.

But being gay is in my core. I would have to cut out my heart to change it. Redeemer is not an inclusive place. Not for international students like me. Not for lgbtq+ people. Not for anyone who doesn’t look and sound and act like the mold. I was picked up and squeezed into that same mold, and lost fringes of myself, whole chunks. 

You know what the mold looks like without me telling you. They are walking through the halls, sleeping in class, coming into the kitchen to tell me that my Asian food stinks and to please reign in my accent. To tell me they love the sinner but hate the sin; that the Bible has told them people like me are an abomination.

I graduated English with honours, and no one in my four years assumed I spoke it well. I once, in a writing class, wrote a heartfelt short story about the struggles of a girl who likes girls, and my classmate shouted lesbian at me down the halls. Jokes, too, are violence. In Redeemer my whole person was turned into a joke. And so, into the coffeehouse mic I, twice or thrice a year, performed stand-up like a cry for help and made my own kind of violence. 

While I was at Redeemer I walked through its halls mocked by You Belong Here. No. I was visiting. I was on Visa. I grit my teeth and made my own good memories. I picked classes with faculty who saw and respected and enjoyed me. I picked friends who went against the mold. 

The culture of Redeemer needs to shift beyond the HEX code of its red and its blue. There is a mold in Redeemer, and if nothing changes, it will be the only thing you see in it. 




39.) Maggie DeBruyn
I have very mixed feelings about my time at Redeemer. It’s a place that I am very thankful for in some aspects; my faith grew in ways that I didn’t anticipate and there are some people I met during my time there that I am very thankful I encountered. I can also see the value of a Christian education – I had gone to public schools growing up and getting to learn and talk about how faith played into what we were learning was so crucial for me in my undergrad years.

That being said, shortly after graduating I realized that I’m bi. I don’t think it was something that I could have realized during my time at Redeemer and come to terms with in a healthy way; for me, I’m thankful that I was able to come to this realization and work through it outside of super intense Christian community. I’ve been met with such love and support from my family which I’m immensely grateful for, and one of the pastors at the church I grew up in was a really valuable voice for me as I initially was looking for different perspectives and resources and trying to figure out how faith and my sexuality could fit together.

While at Redeemer, I hit a wall of disillusionment in my 3rd and 4th years. It felt like purity culture was rampant and only fostered shame, and the manipulation and toxic relationships borne of that became increasingly difficult to stomach – people feeling like they had to stay quiet while those who hurt them were put on some sort of weird pedestal around campus for being an ‘ideal’ Christian. I later ran into some trouble with administration regarding some of the art I was making, which really solidified the idea that they weren’t open to conversation about anything that did not fit with a very conservative tradition. In a stark contrast to my experience at Redeemer, I just finished my degree in education at a public university. Supporting students who identified as LGBTQI2S+ was a regular part of class discussion, and the label ‘Christian’ raised more eyebrows than anything else.

There are many conversations that need to start taking place at Redeemer, and I know they have a responsibility to do better. It could be a place where they walk with LGBTQ members of their community and guide people learning how to hold their faith and sexuality together instead of casting out people who challenge them to have a conversation that they’re afraid of. I’m thankful that I got to this place relatively quickly, but I know it would not have been so had I been working through this while still a student at Redeemer. The point, in my opinion, of a Christian university is so that you can come with your difficult questions and feel loved and supported as you work through them and understand how your faith connects to every aspect of who you are and all the places that you find your identity. Instead, it seems to be a place that breeds shame when you ask a question to the wrong person. Redeemer has a ways to go before it can become that place of love and support that I think it honestly currently believes itself to be.


40.) Anonymous
To the Administration and President of Redeemer University:
I have been reluctant to add my story to the Rainbow Report so far, because when I read the stories of my friends, community, and fellow alumni, I am struck by the profound grace they bring to their writing.
I feel no grace toward Redeemer: I feel rage. 
I do not believe that my queer female rage matters to you at all. I don’t believe you value my voice or my life. I think you valued my tuition money, at the time. I suppose that’s something. 
I worry that a story like mine will make the collective experience of LGBTQIA+ folks in this community easier to dismiss, but I don’t think you should live in the comfort of being shielded from the less palatable responses to your actions. 
In many ways, I was a perfect Redeemer student. I excelled academically, involved myself with extracurricular activities and on-campus jobs, I was an RA. 
I am also bisexual. 
I wonder what part of my pursuit of excellence while at Redeemer, while at the Christian high school I attended, while I still attended church, came from the way I have seen voices of dissent dismissed again and again. I believe that you do not listen to people who are not “perfect” members of your community. I believe you see them as illegitimate. If I wanted to critique you, I had to prove that I had done everything right. 
While attending this institution, I have been hurt deeply by institutionalized homophobia and misogyny. I have faced, and challenged, the sometimes ignorant bigotry of many of my peers and the more harmful intellectualized bigotry of many of my professors, even the kind ones who thought they were acting in love. I know how to play the theological game of proving why the Bible isn’t actually the homophobic cudgel you think it is, though I no longer consider it important to do so. That work has been done by better thinkers than me, and you no doubt know where to find it.
But nothing has hurt as much as the knowledge that you were given a document, filled with grace, and love, and fears, and the labour of queer people and allies, pouring out their hearts to you so that you could privately consider the mountain of pain that you must reckon with, and you did nothing with it. 
Well, I suppose you lawyered up. 
And now the conversation has become public, and you are faced with what must seem to you like a PR challenge. Do you back down, lose face, and seemingly give in to the pressures of a sinful, secular world? I don’t think you will. Too many conservative donations on the line. 
But if you somehow, miraculously, find it in your heart to consider that it may not be up to you to be the arbiter of who is a real Christian and who is not, you just might find a different path in front of you. 
Imagine what could happen if you actually tried loving the scared and hurt teenagers and young adults in the halls of your school. And I mean actual love, not the self-congratulatory abuse you pedal with phrases like “love the sinner, hate the sin”. 
I can no longer attend church or consider myself a Christian without inflicting deep pain on myself, but I have deep gratitude for my brothers and sisters and gender non-conforming siblings who still wish for you to join them as part of the capital-C Church. 
I promise you, there is a better world waiting for you right on the other side of the wall you’ve built around yourself. 
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